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Snapped 


Author's Notes: 

I've taken a much darker approach with this fic than | usually do with fiction, and also departed from my 
tendency to try and be realistic as possible. | don't think this is what happened. However, | do think George's 
aggression in the 40s played a major part in what separated him from Jeff. Jeff mentioned in an interview 
that their last show with all four of them together in 98 nearly resulted in a fight onstage -he described it as 
being unfortunate, and very sad. But | pushed the theme to an extreme here, and there's a long and winding 
plot ahead from it. This had barely even started. And yes, | already have broken my own heart writing this, 
putting Jeff through that.. 


George Lynch had been threatening to leave the band for months. Nobody had been against him leaving if he 


wanted to -as long as he allowed time to plan for getting another guitarist after making a definite decision 
However, not long ago, he had snapped on the bus one morning. He'd attacked Don. Again 


So far, George's attacks had only been aimed at Don, but they were getting progressively worse. Nobody knew 
what to attribute George's violent behavior on this tour to. Don and Mick both suspected steroids, as it would 


go in hand with George's recent body-building craze. Mick had even found needles to support that conjecture. 


George denied using steroids, but they were all pretty certain that was just it, putting the factors together. If 
it wasn't, it was something else injectable which had a similar growth effect. And something that promoted 


aggression as well. 


This last attack had been the scariest for Don. Out of nowhere, George's hands were around his throat, 
occluding his windpipe. Mick had heard the prominent gagging noise Don made as George choked him off, and ran 
over to grab George, shouting through the bus for him to stop, and for somebody to help. 


The driver had promptly pulled over. He and another crew member riding with them that leg of the drive had 
rushed from the front to help Mick pull George off Don. 


Mick, no longer on the same level of drugs as in the 80s, had been dealing with a lot more of it this time. 
Some of the stuff he once avoided like the plague, he was now inevitably pulled into to play mediator. 


Jeff also played mediator to a point now. However, Jeff had a tendency to withdraw himself when George got 
violent too. It was no secret that George and Jeff were very close to each other, and it was hard and 
uncomfortable for Jeff to witness or admit to this behavior. When it got to the undeniable point, Jeff tried to 
stay away from it. 


Don had backed away shaking when the crew finally got George off him. He had stood guarded, speaking in a 


voice lacking his usual confidence. It all suggested he was giving up. 


"That's it. We have to discuss some things. This isn't working anymore. Things have to change one way or 
another. | can't take this any longer.” 


Finally, almost a month later, they were in their home city and had time between tour dates to meet with 
management. George had decided he wanted to leave the band now. And Don wasn't going to argue with it. They 
just had to adjust the contract. Management, under their request, had already sent out to other guitarists, 
and John Norum was onboard to come back -it would be simply be two weeks from now before he could. 
George had to stay for eight more shows, and then it would be over. He would leave Dokken again, and he had 
no intention to come back. 


During the meeting discussing George's contract and departure, Jeff was not present. He was meeting 
separately with producers about adjustments to their recording contracts and studio times that would be the 
result of a lineup change. Given no arguments took place there -Jeff being down to earth and the staff being 
willing to work with him efficiently as a result -he finished almost an hour before the others did. 


However, neither Mick, nor Don, who had been present whilst talking the situation out with management, 
suspected that George would immediately go back to the bus and snap following their meeting, or knew that 
Jeff would be back on the bus when it happened. And nobody in their right mind would have ever expected the 
result that would take place. 


George made his way back to the bus, not wanting to stay in the building. What was the point of him going into 
their studio? He was leaving -no way was he going to contribute anything now. The last big contribution he'd 
made, Don had talked shit nonstop about. He didn't even want to plug in a guitar for the fun of it while they 
were stopped. Something told him any guitar he picked up at this moment would face death in splinters. And he 
didn't want to inadvertently break one of his guitars in his rage. 


Later, he'd wish he had broken a guitar. It would have prevented him from doing much, much worse. 


He didn't know why, but as he crossed the parking lot to the bus, he felt his rage growing within him. He 
wouldn't be able to do it with management around, but he wanted to go back inside and strangle Don Dokken 
again. Don had accused him of being insane and out of his mind when explaining to management he was 
perfectly alright with his decision to leave. And Don wasn't insane? There was something seriously screwed up 


in that guy's head. Everything Don had snidely remarked about George, George could reflect right back at Don. 


He had tried to reflect it back at Don. During the meeting. It had resulted in a screaming match between the 
two of them. Voices raised, both standing up, George just one poke away from lunging forward. One of their 
managers threatened to call for security. Mick stood up between Don and George and began shouting "Hey, 
that's enough!" over them so they couldn't get to each other, and they had no choice but to sit down and be 
civilized through the rest of it. From which point after, Mick stared down both of them with his devastating 


death glare that drummers seemed to naturally possess somewhere. He was mortified. 


George knew that Mick had sided with Don this time. Mick may have been embarrassed with both of them, 
but he was angry with George. And that just fueled whatever was building inside him. 


He climbed up the steps to the bus, silently fuming, and picked up their driver's log book. That was the first 
thing he threw. 


"Fuck Don, fuck this band -fuck this whole thing." he murmured darkly. He picked up a book which Don had 
been reading earlier from the table in the front lounge and threw that too. Then he went into the kitchen and 
slammed a coffee thermos down in the sink He was really just taking out everything on different objects, when 


he probably would have taken it out on Don had Mick not gotten in the way. 


Jeff Pilson sat in the back of the bus on one of the two couches. He heard the metallic clang and knew that 
something was wrong. He wasn't sure who had come back to the bus, but he could easily assume with what he 
heard happening that somebody was upset. Obviously, the process was taking a nastier turn than expected. And 
Jeff already hadn't been too happy with what was being talked over, even though he knew it was George's 


choice to make. 


He started to walk towards the front of the bus, finding George in the kitchen area, holding a glass. He was 
breathing heavily, appearing demented with fury. 


Jeff walked forward, nervous, but keeping a semblance of calm. He took the glass from George's hand and 


placed it back in the cabinet above the sink. Then, as he usually did when George was upset, he attempted to 
be as kind as he possibly could and hear him out -which for Jeff was plenty easy and not acting any different 
than usual. He never liked seeing George upset in any way. Just as George had never liked seeing Jeff upset. 


"Please don't be upset, George," Jeff started, going over and gently embracing the guitarist. "What's got you so 
upset?" 


George turned around sharply, now bordering on blind rage. He shoved Jeff off so fast that Jeff nearly fell 


down. 
Jeff stared at George with bewilderment. "What's the matter?" 


"If you had any fucking idea just how pissed off | am right now," George growled under his breath, fists 
clenched at his sides, and not even finishing his threat. He was about to blow his stack off. 


"George? Hey." Jeff's brow was furrowed with concern, but he kept his voice low and calm, trying to soothe 
George. He held up his hand in a warning gesture, silently pleading him to pipe down before something on the 


bus got broken. "Hey. Talk to me. Why are you so ang-?" 


Jeff's voice broke off with a yelp as George's hard, muscular arms snatched him around the middle. He swiped 


his arm around Jeff from behind, slamming into his ribs and pulling him against himself forcefully. 


Jeff looked up slowly and nervously into George's eyes and saw a raging fire within them. His voice took on a 


fearful, worried tone. 
"George, please calm down-!" 


George shoved Jeff backward so that all of Jeffs feet but his heels lost contact with the ground. The next 
Jeff was aware of was a shooting pain through his back as he made hard contact with the wall, partially on 
the corner of it, clocking his head into the wall too. He didn't hit his head too badly -it felt much less painful 
than his back, but he felt momentarily dazed when he did. He lost his breath as he took a blow to his solar 


plexus on impact. 


Jeff tried to run forward, but George was right in front of him. He was restrained. George grabbed Jeff's 


upper arms, and Jeff let out a cry of pain as his grip tightened to a nearly unbearable pressure. 
"IVE FUCKING HAD ENOUGH WITH ALL OF YOU!" George roared. 
"What are you talking about?" Jeff whimpered. 


"DON'T TELL ME YOU WEREN'T AWARE OF THAT MEETING WITH MANAGEMENT TODAY! YOU KNEW WHAT 
WAS COMING!" 


"George, stop yelling, please -let go of mel" Jeffs expression turned from confused to desperate. 


"| SURE WILL -BECAUSE I'LL BE GONE IN EIGHT MORE SHOWS! I've made my decision -l already told you what | 
was thinking weeks ago and you knew it! It'll be good riddance too," George spoke snidely, his tone dropping off 


from full on rage to a quieter, more corrosive state. "| know full well well after today!" 


Jeff squeezed his eyes closed, flinching as if he expected to be punched in the face. He tried to turn his head 
sideways so that if George did strike him, it wouldn't be right in the nose at a deadly angle. His voice came 
shaky with fear. 


"George, | get that you're frustrated with Don. If you need to leave, that's fine. | already said that if you want 
to go and you don't want to be here, then go -do what you need to do to be happy before it tears everyone 
up. But please -you don't mean it exactly like that. Its not like that, or all with -" 


"Oh so | get it, you're a traitor now. You back him up! | should have known-" 


‘Ive never taken sides against you," Jeff moaned painfully, shaking his head. "George, please stop. Look at what 


you're doing" 


Before Jeff could get the rest of his warning out, and before Jeff's rationalization could sink into George's 
head, the deranged guitarist landed a punch in Jeff's sternum. 


Jeff's voice cut out with a wheezing yelp as the air left him. His demeanor changed from trying to reason with 
George to pure fear -fear of him -trying to pull away in panic and hissing with the pain of George's 


restricting hold on his arms. 


It was that precise moments that Jeff's words and the image of fear in front of George sank into his mind, 


stunning him. He realized what was happening. 
George released his grip on Jeff. 


Jeff stayed leaning against the wall, breathing heavily in frantic gasps. Terror was flashing through his eyes. 
Aside from the fear radiating from his expression and the panicked gasping to get air back to his lungs, it was 
as if every bit of life had fallen out of Jeff. He blanched so that his nervous blush drained from his face, 
turning white as a sheet and assuming an ashen appearance. His body trembled as he started to go slack in the 
knees and he slid down the wall to land in the fetal position. Weakly, he hugged his knees to his chest and 
rocked himself back and forth -still gasping, yet his breaths steadily became shallow and quicker. 


George looked down at Jeff, a thousand things running through his mind. It hadn't fully sunk in, but he was just 
now coming off of the wave of rage, having snapped out of it. His heart pounded, and the feeling of panic that 
came over him in that moment felt unreal. He couldn't see himself, but had a feeling his expression mirrored 


that of Jeffs when he let go. 


No, he thought within his mind, struggling to grasp his thoughts into a coherent order. No, / couldn't have just.. | 
didn't- 


Jeff looked up at him, his eyes screaming with betrayal, yet lackluster and heavy-lidded as he panted shallowly. 
He didn't say anything, but his appearance said enough. As if he was silently begging: Why? How could you? 


George gulped, stepping forward ever so slightly. 
"Jeff, I-" He stopped, at loss for words. 


A strangled, frightened gasp tore through Jeff with the tiniest whimper. He packed himself in against the wall 
tighter and slumped his body forward to rest his forehead on his knees. It was as if he was expecting 


something horrible to happen, and he was surrendering himself to it entirely. 


What the fuck did you just do, George? A voice that George presumed to be his subconscious thoughts echoed 
inside him. What on Earth did you fucking do?! 


George backed up, his mind flooded with flashbacks. He remembered Jeff huddled within the bathroom on their 
bus back in the 80s, between the sink and toilet, high on the coke, and scared out of his wits after Don had 
pitched a fit and struck out at him, yelling. Don had slapped Jeff hard that night -hard enough that it hurt 
Jeff's cheek when he lay in his side. 


But now, Jeff wasn't high on cocaine. His behavior wasn't attributed in any way to drug induced paranoia. This 


was true fear. 


George had always wanted to protect Jeff from such things. He'd held Jeff that night when Jeff cried in fear 
and pain, and he'd comforted Jeff so that he could fall asleep. He'd taken care of Jeff when he'd woken up sick 
in the middle of the night and held his hair back while he'd gotten sick. Jeff had trusted George to take care of 


him. 


Yet now, George had just grabbed Jeff's delicate body around the middle, thrown him forcefully into a wall, and 
held him there by his arms with the tightest grip his hands could form. Rendering him in the same position as 
that night over ten years ago -curled up as his last defense, and giving himself up to whatever else could be 


inflicted on him, knowing he didn't have the strength to fight it. 
And Jeff was scared. Of him. 


What exactly *have* | just gone and done? George realized in his mind, unable to answer the previous question 


that had come to him. 


He looked down at Jeff once more, and his stomach lurched so hard that he didn't even have a chance to try 
and ward it off. George turned on his heels and rushed forward, practically flinging himself through the door 
and down the stairs of the bus. It felt as if his all guts were coming out like a projectile along with the 


contents of his stomach into the bushes alongside the edge of the parking lot. Waves of blinding heat 
alternating with chills that followed every spasm of his stomach muscles and every heave of his diaphragm 


sent his sense of balance spinning out of control. Sometime during the process, he dropped down on his knees, 


unable to stand through it. 


George hesitated a moment, unsure whether to go back on the bus and wait for Don and Mick, to stay here 
with Jeff, or to call from the bus for help. He got up from the ground and tried to approach the bus, 
struggling to bring himself to do that much. His thoughts were everywhere; he couldn't believe what had just 
happened and what was happening now. George couldn't even trust himself to move and not cause more 
damage -to himself or anything else. He stood outside the bus, looking around desperately, starting to take a 
step forward at wherever he was considering going, and quickly stepping back like a dog that had injured its 


paw and didn't know how to proceed without causing more pain. 
He couldn't stand it. 


What in Hell is the matter with me? Really, why was he so out of control lately? George was stumped. And 


unlike with the other incidents, seeing the result this time scared him to pieces. 


Finally, George managed to pull together whatever guts were still inside him and climbed back on the bus. He 
didn't go into the kitchen. He wanted to go in there and take care of Jeff, but he knew he wouldn't be able to 
take it. And neither would Jeff. 


Now you've done it. You've really gone and done it this time. 


Instead, he hastily scribbled a note, hands shaking to leave chicken scratch that was only just legible. Twice he 
dropped the pen, despite holding it with a death grip. As soon as he finished the note, he taped it to the door 
of the bus so it would be the first thing Don and Mick would see. 


Then, he half-ran-half-staggered over to his bunk, fetching his duffle bag, and making sure he had enough 
packed for two days. They'd have their next show the day after tomorrow. He would figure everything else 
out then when he met back up with his bandmates. 


George now only had to go back to the building, for the public call phone on the side, and get a ride to the next 
city. It wasn't exactly the most practical thing, but it was his best option at this point. He couldn't be on that 
bus tonight. He couldn't be there when Don and Mick got back -nor did he really want to. He couldn't even be 
there for Jeff. Because he had been the one to break Jeff this time. 


And he'd broken his own heart in the process too. 


Maybe Tonight You'll Be Gone 


Author's Notes: 

The chaos of the band breakup and George's blowup kind of settles here; thus, this chapter is a lot more 
coherent, descriptive, and symbolic than the first -which was structured as chaotically as the events taking 
place for effect. Still, this chapter goes in a lot deeper and is by far better than the first. Now the feels are 
really kicking in -as a breakup is hard for a band, but it's even harder when there's more than just a band 


that's being broken up. 


It wasn't until a few hours later when Mick and Don got back to the bus that they found out what had 
happened. Or really, they saw the result of it and deduced what had happened. And then attempted to pick up 
the pieces. 

They found George's note first. It rambled, angry, but with a near incoherence that came with fear. Don first 
tried to read it, failing to. His eyes weren't exactly what they once were, and George's frantic scrawl was not 


playing nice with them. 


"Mick, read this note!" Don's voice was verging on an exasperated whine. "For the love of Pete, | already 


struggle reading his normal handwriting, and this is atrocious!" 
Shrugging, Mick took the note, then squinted and attempted to make out George's writing. 


"Well, he certainly was pretty angry when he wrote this given how many times I've seen ‘fuck’ come up in 


this." 
Don rolled his eyes. 


"Says he was ‘getting a ride separate from us'. That confirms that -he's mad with us.. ‘Can't stand this or a 


certain person's shit anymore." 
"Like | didn't already know and needed to be told again," snarked Don. 


"Says he's ‘had enough of this’, ‘good riddance’, ‘can't wait for that last show to be over with’.. He's got his 


words all strung out funny like he's nervous about something though," Mick observed. 

"Well, if he's nervous, he can deal with it, because he's the one who decided to leave this time," Don said 
firmly. "I didn't say he had to leave; | said we had to make changes. He explicitly said he wanted out and nothing 
to do with us anymore, and that's that. He wanted out; he can stay out" 


"Well, let's go inside and wake our driver up -we'd best get going. Did you see Jeff inside before we left?" 


asked Mick. 


"I figured he probably came back to the bus by now, we kind of lost track of time poking around with stuff,” 


Don answered. 


“Alright, well if he's not, I'll go back inside and get him. Mick climbed the stairs to the bus, and just beyond the 
front lounge, they got their driver from his bunk. As he resumed his place at the wheel, starting the engine 
and preparing for leaving, Mick and Don explained the note they'd found, and that George would not be there. 


"Give us a minute, we have to make sure we've got Jeff with us," warned Mick. 


"Jeff came back to the bus almost five hours ago," said the driver. "He's been in the back lounge -or at least 


that was where he was before | went to sleep." 


"Okay, though we're going to check real quick You can start pulling out of this lot, and I'll give a holler if he's 
not here." Mick began walking toward the back of the bus, Don following him close behind. 


They didn't have to get all the way back to the lounge to find Jeff. And when they found him, it was awful. 


Jeff was huddled on the kitchen area floor, sitting in the fetal position, back against the wall. For a second, Don 
feared that Jeff had gotten into cocaine, which would be really bad considering his addiction in the 80s. He had 
gotten clean after the first breakup, and for him to fall back in that mess would be the worst thing possible. 
This position and backed up against a solid item was usually the one that Jeff chose when he was high and 
frightened into a paranoid spell. 


However, Don didn't see all the usual signs that Jeff displayed back then. His cheeks were not flushed from the 
stimulant effect, and he wasn't twitching like he often did when he was high. Rather, he was motionless aside 
from his breathing, which was fast, shallow, and heaving as if his body was struggling to pull it in. Don knelt 
down and saw how Jeff was deathly pale in the face. His eyes were dull, staring straight ahead. It was as if 
something had zapped all but one vital spark of life out of Jeff, leaving just enough for him to still be alive. 


"Jeff? What happened, man?" asked Mick. As he did, the bus began moving faster. The driver had heard him 


question Jeff, and knew the bassist was accounted for. 

Jeff didn't respond. He barely even flinched. He was only just aware of their presence. Don could tell, because 
when he moved his hand in front of Jeff's face rapidly, Jeff's eyes fluttered shut reflexively, and he squinted 
as if he feared getting slapped. But there was nothing more than this. 

Mick sat down on the floor and grabbed Jeffs hand. 


"Shit, Don, his hands are cold as ice," he warned. He noted that they were quite clammy too, which scared him. 


Don clambered up from the floor and went to the bunk area, dragging a blanket back from Jeff's bunk and 


wrapping it around Jeff's shoulders. Jeff mechanically reached up and pulled the blanket around himself as if it 


were a security source. 


"Mick, | think he's in shock. And | don't know why, but | have a few speculations of the cause. | don't want to 
think any of them are the case." Don considered his fears, pausing and swallowing nervously, knowing that if 


they were, Jeff was going to be in a really bad way. "I got a bad feeling though." 


Mick stood up, knowing that Jeff would have dropped blood pressure from shock, and that they had to take 
action to prevent him from becoming too sick. He was already nearing a critical point, and whatever this was 
about, Jeff didn't need the discomfort of a hospital on top of it if they could avoid it. He didn't want to 
stimulate Jeff, as shock was a very delicate state, so he fetched a container of decaffeinated instant coffee, 
and put water in a mug to heat up in the microwave. Tea would have been better, but it seemed they'd used 
up the container they had of it on the bus. Or he just couldn't find it, and he wasn't going to have Don leave 
Jeff to show him where he'd put it. 


‘lm gonna try and get him to drink something hot, to help with the side effects," Mick told Don, just so that 
Don wouldn't start asking what the heck was he doing. "No, I'm not giving him the ‘high test stuff" 


"Okay, good idea," said Don. Mick noticed that Don's eyes were rather large at the moment, and he was shaking 
slightly. He was frightened. Don placed his cheek up against Jeff's forehead, much the way George did to get a 
closer rough estimate of Jeff's temperature than with his hand when they didn't have a thermometer 
immediately available. Jeff sharply flinched back. Don tried again and got the same reaction. 


Don's brought furrowed. He wasn't quite sure why Jeff was so terrified of this motion when he was never 
scared of it before. And what he thought he felt couldn't be right with as cold as Jeffs hands were. Deciding 
to not risk scaring Jeff again, Don placed the back of his hand against Jeff's forehead, figuring it would be good 
enough. It was hot. Too hot. 


"Mick, his hands are ice cold, but he's burning up when | touch his forehead,” Don announced. 


Mick frowned. "He's been here a while if that's the case. It means all the blood from the circulation being 


slowed is raising his core temperature, so he's feverish on top of it all. That complicates things." 
"Does he need to go to the ER?" Don demanded sternly. 


"Not necessarily," started Mick hesitantly, knowing Don didn't like indefinite answers. "It probably would be safer, 
but | don't want to psych him out when he's already shaken up. I'd say we see what we can do here first, and 

then decide depending on if he looks like he's improving. If he doesn't respond to it quickly, we'd probably better 
have him seen. Question is, what did this?" 


"Beyond me when we can't even get a peep out of him," muttered Don. "I'm moving him to the couch. This is 


complicated enough without being on the floor." 


"Go for it," encouraged Mick. "I don't know what position they call for with shock nowadays, but | bet they 
wouldn't want him bunched up like that." 


Don stood up, and bent over to pull Jeff up from the floor. Jeff's legs were nearly collapsing out from under 
him, weak and shaky, and for a second, Don feared he wasn't going to be able to do it without help from Mick. 
But after a second, Jeff managed to recognize that grabbing hold of Don's side to steady himself would be 
helpful, and Don was then able to get Jeff up. Feeling how shaky he was, Don hoisted Jeff up on his shoulder 
rather than trying to walk him over. This wasn't an easy operation with Jeff's long legs hanging limply in the 
way of his own, but it was the best they had. Luckily, things could only be but so far apart on a bus, so it 
wasn't too far before Don could help Jeff onto the couch. 


Mick came over, having finished mixing up the coffee. 


"Hold this for a second, Don," said Mick, passing the mug to Don. "I want to get him out of his sweatshirt. He's 
not gonna be happy about it, but | worry about him getting worse with the fever. And if he passes out, it'll be 
way harder to take him out of it then. Besides that, | want to see if there aren't any other signs we can 
figure out about what might have done this." 


Don held the mug. Mick tried to lift Jeffs sweatshirt up over his head. Jeff suddenly held his arms down at 
his sides tightly, fighting it. 


"Jeff, you have a fever and shock, and you have to take it off so that you don't get worse. We're going to let 
you have the blanket and something warm to drink, so you'll be okay, but you have to take it off," explained 
Mick. 


Jeff shook his head wordlessly. 


Don started to get suspicious at this. He set the mug down on the floor a few feet out of the way, and moved 
a pair of shoes left on the bus floor around it so that it wouldn't fall over if the bus were to move suddenly. 


"Come on, Jeff. Don't fight this," he sighed, helping Mick by pushing Jeff's arm up from his sides so he couldn't 
fight it. Jeff flinched when Don did so, and gave a tiny whimper. It was the first noise he'd made. 


‘Its going to be okay, Jeff, h-" Mick abruptly stopped his reassurance as he lifted the shirt off of Jeff and 
saw something that horrified him. His demeanor changed from reassuring to doleful, realizing that Jeff had 


tried to hide it. "Oh, Jeff." 


Jeff had dark bruises surrounding both of his upper arms, as if somebody had grabbed him hard. There was a 
fainter, yellow-purple bruise along the side of Jeff's back. There was no way possible these were the result of 


an accident. He'd been in some struggle -somebody had grabbed his arms and slammed him against a wall. 


Don jumped up and looked, wanting to know what Mick meant. He barely had to glance, and as soon as he saw it, 


he wished he hadn't. Don started feeling like he was going to vomit. He swallowed hard against his gag reflex, 


feeling saliva forming faster in his mouth. A classic wave of nausea. 
"Oh, God," he moaned, covering his eyes for a second, resting his face in his hand. 


"Okay, relax," Mick cut in. "It's o- well, no, | guess it's not okay, but lets not panic. That'll just make Jeff 


nervous.” 


| know. | was not expecting that.” Don swallowed again, nodding, then covered his mouth with his shirt and 
coughed forcefully, hoping it would help the nausea spell to pass without causing his esophagus to let go so 
that he would throw up everywhere. Luckily, it did not, and after a second, he felt slightly better. He then 
came back up, reached back to where he'd placed the mug out of the way, and passed it to Mick. Then, Don 
grabbed the blankets and wrapped them around Jeffs shoulders, tucking the ends around his front so he was 


generally cocooned. 


Mick helped Jeff to take a sip of the coffee, which was a bit warmer than lukewarm -enough to warm him up, 
but not hot enough to burn. Jeff reached up shakily and wrapped his chilled hands around the hot mug, though 
Mick kept his hand underneath it, not trusting Jeff to keep a hold on it in his state. 


"You know what?" asked Don rhetorically as means of getting Mick's attention 
"Shoot," prompted Mick, indicating he was listening even though he was watching Jeff. 


"Even if we don't decide to take him to the ER tonight, | think we should look up an urgent care when we 
arrive tomorrow -just to get him looked at, because those bruises are pretty big, and Jeff injures easily," 


suggested Don. 


"Yeah, we probably should," agreed Mick. There were some bruises along Jeff's sides too. It didn’t look like he'd 
broken any ribs, and Mick was pretty certain Jeff would display obvious signs of a problem if he had 
fractures -which he wasn't. But the shock could have numbed Jeff to the pain, and it didn't hurt to be safe. 


Mick waited until Jeff had finished the coffee, which wasn't long. It seemed that once Jeff recognized what it 


was, he drank it down rather fast. 


"| don't know how long he was sitting there for -he might be a little dehydrated, and that's probably got him 
feeling a bit woozy too," Mick warned, trying to gently pull Jeff in against his side and comfort him out of 
shock. He reached down and pulled Jeff's legs up onto the couch to elevate them and help his blood flow. Jeff 
gave a small whimper as Mick caught his bruised side and shrank away from Mick for a second, before finally 
coming forward again against Mick's side, settling in gingerly. 


Having considered Mick's suggestion, Don came back with a bottle of unrefrigerated water in case if Jeff 
wanted it. He sat on the other side of Mick, watching as Mick rubbed Jeff's hands, which were stuck out from 
under the bottom of the blanket. He massaged Jeff's fingers, trying to get the circulation back to his cold and 


pale extremities and warm them up. Jeff continued to stare straight ahead into nothingness, blank expression, 


not saying a single word. 

"Come on, Jeff, come back to us," coaxed Mick, trying to break him out of it. Since they'd reunited, Jeff had 
not had a spell where he got nervous and would shrink in on himself like this. It was as if he'd regressed back 
to his wide eyed, innocent self from the 80s, except this was worse in a different way. And unlike the past, 
something was missing. George wasn't there to comfort him. Usually George was the one who would take care 
of Jeff when he would get frightened into a fit of paranoia. 

Don held out the water to Jeff, to see if he'd take it, hoping that would also help with the circulation and pull 
him out of shock. Jeff did, and gulped it down rather quickly. A little bit of life was starting to come back to 
his eyes, and he had regained a little bit of color in his face, albeit not much. 

"His hands are starting to warm up," noted Mick, nodding with satisfaction 


"Jeff, can you look up at me a second?" asked Don, trying to assess his responsiveness. 


"Hmm?" Jeff sluggishly looked up at Don, giving a tiny noise to suggest he was aware. His eyes were still 


unfocused, and he seemed to be acting as if he was rather delirious and out of it 
"Are you with me?" he asked 

"Yeah?" 

"Jeff, Mick and | need you to talk with us if you can, okay?" 

Jeff nodded meekly. 


"Are you in any pain?" asked Don He knew that it seemed like a stupid question, as Jeff obviously was, but he 


wanted to make sure that Jeff wasn't hurt anywhere else that neither he nor Mick were aware of. 
Jeff nodded again. 


"Can you tell me where do you feel it?" asked Don. This process was painful, but Don didn't want to throw big, 


complex questions at Jeff and scare him back into his silent state. 

Jeff tried to shift up to show his arms. "Arms," he mumbled, and then motioned to his side. "Ribs; back." 
Talking in monosyllables, noted Don. He was beginning to fear that Jeff had a concussion too. 

"Does your head hurt?" Mick beat Don to the question 


Jeff nodded gently. "Some," he murmured. 


Mick motioned at Don. Don bent down and Mick whispered in his ear. 


"That's it. You stay here with him, and I'll go talk to the driver. I've changed my mind. We're going to the ER. 
Tonight. Even if he's starting to respond, | think we have enough reasons to get him checked out at this point." 


Don nodded, getting in Mick's place as Mick got up. Mick's tone was stern enough that Don knew that there was 
no decision to be made about going to the emergency room -they were going. Though, Don agreed that it was 


what needed to happen. 
“Alright, Jeff, stay with me. Are you hurt anywhere else?" he asked. 
"No," Jeff murmured. "Not that way." 


"What do you mean by ‘not that way, Jeff?" Don asked. He was beginning to get fearful and suspicious of 
multiple things, and none of them were good. "Jeff, can you give me any idea of what happened? If you can't, 


that's okay, I'm just trying to figure out what Mick and | can do to help you." 


Jeff went quiet again, and Don swore to himself, fearing he'd pushed it too far and lost Jeff with that question. 


A second later, however, Jeff responded. 
"He was real mad. | don't know why, Don" 


"Who was mad at you?" asked Don, trying to keep a sudden demanding tone out of his voice. He could hear Jeff 
starting to hyperventilate, as if the answer wasn't good at all. And it wasn't. For Jeff, it was worse than his 


injuries. 


"He got mad -and yelled a lot," Jeff made out. "He grabbed me. Slammed me on the wall" He was starting to 
connect more coherent sentences, but Jeff had yet to produce a word that was more than one syllable. Still in 


shock. 


"punched in my chest." Jeff paused, placing his hands over his sternum where the impact took place. "Heart 


hurts." 
"Jeff, who was it?" Don repeated, uneasy with those last two words." 
It was George." 


Jeff sounded as if it broke his heart to say those words aloud, and though Don was used to being subjected to 
George's wrathful moments, Jeff was the least likely person he expected to be the victim of one. So despite 
being furious that George had attacked Jeff, he didn't outburst. He was so bewildered at the whole situation 
and what it had come to. It was one of the possible reasons he'd considered, but it wasn't what he'd anticipated 


to be true. He now understood perfectly what Jeff had meant by those last two words. 


Mick came back to the bunk area. "We're on route to an Emergency care center -about 20 minutes away 


from here." 


"Good," started Don, seeing that Jeff had tired himself out trying to explain the situation and was falling asleep. 
Very carefully, he got up and lay Jeff down on the couch. "Mick, come into the back lounge with me for a 
minute." His tone was dark and deathly serious. Mick hastily followed Don; he knew that tone added a silent "or 


else" onto Don's command. 
"You want to know how it happened? What he told me when | finally got him to talk?" Don demanded. 
"Not good, | take it?" asked Mick. 


Don shook his head and blew out a sigh. "Jeff said it was George. And | know he wouldn't say that if it weren't 
true -you know | can't stand George right about now, but | get that those two are close and it's hard on Jeff 
if that's what happened. It would explain that angry note that George left too." 


"So he essentially got done having the meeting with management, came back to the bus while we were out, and 
took it all out on the first person he saw?" asked Mick 


"Yeah, and it turns out Jeff was that person," sighed Don. 


"Man," Mick groaned. George must have been absolutely out of his mind in a violent fit to have jumped at Jeff, 
of all people. Jeff was no longer that same innocent person he was back in the 80s, but he was still hyper, 
friendly, and about the most kindhearted guy anyone could meet, and it was beyond Mick how Jeff could have 
ever been the victim of such a thing. Yes, Jeff had done some things and said some things that were unkind 
too. He had, just as the others, caused Don pain and anxiety whilst screwed up on drugs. He had his role in the 


drama of Dokken. But he didn't deserve to be attacked like this. 


"He's going to be really sick when he comes out of shock," stated Don Jeff had a tendency to become sick to 
some degree when he was excessively frightened. Only this time, it was even worse in a totally different way. 
Jeff was already sick, and Don knew that Mick was every bit as aware as he was that Jeff was only going to 
get worse over this incident given just how it had happened. 


"We're just going to have to do our best to take care of him," concluded Mick "We can't back out of these last 
few shows with George, so we're going to have to deal with this, and if Jeff's not comfortable being around 
George, then we'll make sure that if the two of them have to be together, one of us will be there too. And 
you know why | don't like getting involved, but I'll do it here, because this has gone beyond the point of where 


we can ignore it." 


Don nodded. "I'll get him ready to go for when we get to the ER. You go into his luggage and pack him 
something just in case they find any surprises and decide to keep him overnight." 


Mick silently agreed by turning around and getting to it. Don went back to the bunk area, where Jeff lay on 


the couch still, flat on his back, staring up at the ceiling. He looked normal from across the room, but when 
Don stood over him, he could see the hurt and heartache in Jeff's eyes. 


Don grabbed Jeff's old Batman t-shirt from where he'd left it on his bunk. He figured it would be easier to 
take on and off than his sweatshirt -because he would inevitably have to get undressed for the doctors to 
assess his injuries -but would make Jeff feel more secure. After all, Jeff still was a world class nerd and 


probably wore it twice a week at the least. 


"Here," said Don, handing it to Jeff and helping him sit up. "Get dressed. The driver's stopping in just a few 
minutes -Mick thinks you need to get checked out just to make sure you're not hurt badly, and | have to 


agree with him. We're gonna take you to the emergency room." 


Jeff nodded and mechanically put his shirt on, wincing as he lifted his arms. It was hard to watch. Don wanted 
to offer Jeff ibuprofen, but didn't know if those bruises were still actively bleeding inside. He didn't want to 
make those worse, given the painkiller had blood-thinning properties, and would rather the doctors at the 


emergency room decide on that. 


"You want to go wash up, brush your hair, or anything?" asked Don, suggesting anything he could think of that 
might make Jeff feel more like himself. 


Jeff nodded, sliding off the couch and standing up carefully. He was very unsteady in the legs, so Don walked 
next to Jeff the distance to the bus lavatory. Jeff looked fearful when they got to the door, as if he was 
afraid to be left alone. 


I'm gonna have you go in by yourself, but don't lock the door. That way if you need anything, Mick and | can 
get to you," instructed Don, trying to abate Jeff's nervousness. "I'll stay right outside -l'm not going 


anywhere." 


"Okay," Jeff murmured. First two syllable word he's said, noted Don as Jeff held onto the lavatory door to keep 
steady as he walked in, then grabbed the one of the hand holds on the walls before closing the door behind 


himself. 


Don waited outside, staying in silence in case if Jeff called for help. Jeff emerged a little over five minutes 


later, his hair a bit less unkempt and more color in his face from drying off with a towel after washing up. 
"Better?" Don asked, standing up to walk with Jeff to the front of the bus. 

"Stomach hurts," murmured Jeff, looking down at the floor. 

"You don't feel queasy, do you?" Don's concern was that Jeff might be feeling woozy if he had a concussion like 


they feared, and wanted to be alert in case if Jeff's stomach started to rebel. Though he knew it was most 


likely a result of simply being overwhelmed. 


Jeff shook his head Now that his eyes were beginning to focus again, he was starting to get his sad puppy 
look, and that on top of everything else was snatching at Don's heartstrings. He tried to stay calm and 
collected, not sure how Jeff would take anything in his dazed state. 


Jeff went over to Don, knowing they were intent on going back to the front of the bus. He got close against 
Don's side, as if he knew he could trust Don not to hurt him in this moment, but was afraid that something, 


or somebody, would come out of nowhere and hurt him again, and was trying to hide from it. 


Come on, then," said Don quietly. He and Jeff made their way to the front of the bus, and Mick met them 


there with a smaller overnight suitcase packed with Jeff's toiletries and a change of clothes. 


"We're coming up around the parking lot right now," warned Mick as the bus slowed down. "Should | take him, 
do you want to take him, or should we both go?" he asked, 


"Let's both go with him -it might make him feel safer, and it's probably easier that way," decided Don. What 
Don didn't say was that he was also beginning to feel pretty overwhelmed at this point, and he wasn't sure if 
he wanted to be alone in there either. 


"That works," Mick replied, much to Don's relief. The bus stopped, and all three exited. Mick walked on one side 
of Jeff, and Don on the other as they crossed the parking lot to the entrance. It wasn't long before Jeff got 
pulled back to the triage after checking in, as Mick had called in with the driver from the bus phone to say 
that they were coming. Don, being the one in charge of most medical emergencies as he had in the 80s, 


George being the only exception, went to the front desk to check Jeff in Mick sat down with Jeff, and Jeff 


leaned in against his side, not clinging or saying anything, but obviously very uneasy. 


After ten minutes, Jeff was triaged, and the staff decided to take him back immediately to have him put on an 
IV to help get his blood pressure up. After an hour when Jeff's vitals had improved, the nurse pulled Don back 
from the waiting room and asked him a few questions as to how long ago they found Jeff, and whether they 
knew how long they'd been there. 


"We found him about an hour ago. And a little over thirty minutes ago, we started making our way here. We 
don't know how long he was there alone in shock," Don explained. He went on to let the nurse know what they'd 


done to take care of Jeff, which the nurse noted as good. 


"This is a weird scenario here, because Mr. Pilson is displaying outward signs of a severe shock patient, but his 
physical symptoms suggest a mild shock. His pulse isn't too far from normal. The maximum we consider normal 
is 80 beats per minute, and he's at 95. His blood pressure isn't as low as most shock patients, and it's 
improving. And he's not showing signs of significantly reduced kidney function We suspect he may have a 
concussion, but it's quite mild and he's showing very few concrete symptoms. Nerve tests came back fine for 
the most part -he's only slightly sensitive to light and noise, and the slow speech is more likely from the 
shock. When he was prompted, he didn't have trouble forming sentences, and only struggled when we asked him 


to explain what happened to cause his injuries." 


"So then what does that all conclude to?" Don asked. 


"Because Mr. Pilson didn't suffer too much physical trauma -only the bruising is definite, and the x-rays came 
back negative for any fractures, it suggests his shock is mainly from emotional trauma. And whatever 


emotions he is experiencing in response to the trauma are very strong.’ 


| know why, thought Don caustically within his mind. Because George broke his heart. And despite just how sick, 
tired, and fed up Don was with George, especially these recent fits of aggression, and how he almost couldn't 
wait for the last show with George to be over with, he felt his own heart breaking too, knowing Jeff was in so 


much pain. 
"Do you have any idea how it happened?" asked the nurse. 


Don hesitated. He was so mad with George right now, after the past few days, after he had been physically 
attacked prior to this, and after having to see Jeff so utterly broken He wanted to take the opportunity to 
give a tell-all about George's violent behavior. But at the same time, he knew that Jeff wouldn't want it. It 
would just make the whole thing more painful for him. And, Don knew that it would in a way be like a child 
squealing on their brother. Not to mention nobody could figure out why George had done it. 


"No. We really don't," he sighed. "How long does Jeff need to stay here, and what can Mick and | do to take 


care of him when he gets out?" 
The nurse sighed. 


"The doctor is still deciding how long he needs to stay. When he is released, it is advisable for both the shock, 
and the potential of a mild concussion, that he receives plenty of rest. | understand that might be difficult on 
his schedule, but as much as possible is best. Try to make him comfortable as possible, most shock patients 
prefer to be warm, and it's best for them too. He won't be released until it's ensured there's no more internal 
bleeding, so when he's out, we recommend NSAIDs to help with the pain and to keep inflammation down. And 
understand that because this shock is more emotionally based, he's going to feel uneasy and insecure. He'll need 
you to be supportive." 


"| understand," Don said quietly. Jeff was most definitely going to need his support, and Mick's support. It was 
unfair though. Jeff was too kind to be in so much pain. Don started to feel his head aching as stress built 
behind these thoughts, and he pushed them down before it could get any further. Tearing himself up over this 
wouldn't change it for Jeff. It had been George's action, not his. 

He returned to the waiting area where Mick sat. 


"The news?" Mick asked bluntly. He seemed almost disinterested -as if he already knew. 


"They're still deciding when he can be sent out," Don replied, sinking down in a chair exhaustedly. "You know, 


most of the shock is emotional rather than from physical trauma.. We just have to do our best to make him 


comfortable, be supportive of him, understand he might be uneasy over things, make sure he gets rest -the 


whole nine yards." 


"I think you need to get some rest when you get back to the bus too, Don," warned Mick. "Its been a high key 
day for everyone. You should go to sleep." He could sense that Don was pretty distressed by the whole thing 


too. And he wasn't so sure if he himself was a hundred percent either. 


"I know," sighed Don, looking up at the ceiling mournfully. "But | don't think it'll happen. I'm probably just going to 
think" There was way too much running through his mind for it to shut up and go to sleep. This would 


definitely be one of those nights where he would lie awake to his own internal monologue. 


Mick scooted in his chair to lean back in it, as if to say he'd be in the same boat. He started to speak, and 
then trailed off, knowing there really wasn't much else to say that they didn't both know. "Yeah, | get that." 


They sat together, in a daze of their own for the next three hours. Neither said anything. The "thinking" that 
would prevent sleep had already begun, and both Mick and Don resigned to it, knowing it would win the fight 
against them. 


Finally, a doctor came with discharge papers for Jeff, as well as documents to sign and send to the ER's 


pharmacy. 


"Due to your unique circumstances, we have decided to send Mr. Pilson home, but he'll need medication over 
the next couple of days to continue to treat his shock symptoms and prevent complications. We'll need this to 
be signed off on by a responsible party, as he is considered unable to whilst in shock" 


Don immediately signed the papers. "We'll do whatever's necessary and whatever we can," he confirmed. Mick 


nodded in agreement. 


‘lm sure the nurse staff has already given the lowdown about making sure he gets rest, but if they haven't 
-you heard me now. As much rest as possible," ordered the doctor. "He's got prescription strength ibuprofen 
here -mainly for his injuries, dopamine for the next 24 hours to help get his blood pressure and circulation up, 
and a very low level dose of anti-convulsant -only to be used if he experiences muscle contractions and 


spasms. It sometimes happens in cases of shock." 

"Anything else we need to consider?" asked Mick. 

"| don't see any on his medical file we had faxed in, but if he is on any sort of blood pressure medication not 
mentioned there, he is not to take it for the next 48 hours. Shock plays with electrolytes, and it would end up 
doing him more harm than help." 


“Alright, that works," replied Mick. Luckily, Jeff was not, so they wouldn't have to worry about that. 


It wasn't until almost an hour later that everything went through at the pharmacy and Jeff was released. He 


looked no worse than he had coming in, but aside from being able to stand up without getting dizzy and losing 


his balance, he didn't look much better either. Mick and Don hadn't expected him to. 


They had called their driver to pick them up when Jeff was officially released and they were waiting on the 
pharmacy. The bus was there by the time they all left. The walk back to the bus was just as silent and heavy 


as the one into the emergency room. 


Jeff could have said something. He could have spoken to Don and Mick. But he didn't want to. There was no 
reason to either. He'd told Don all that he knew about the situation before. He couldn't figure out in his mind 
what was going on with George -for certain, George had been angry with Don, but that didn't make sense that 
it would be the only thing that would push him so far to do what he'd done. He couldn't begin to construct a 
coherent pattern of thoughts to approach an answer either. His head was too hazy, his thoughts too. And it 
hurt too much inside. He knew George was struggling with something stronger than him, and Jeff wanted more 


than anything to help George break free of it. But he couldn't trust George after this. He was scared of him. 


And Jeff couldn't tell if that he was too scared to try and help George hurt more than the actual heartbreak. 
He felt guilty for not wanting to see or hear from George tonight. It crushed him to know that George was 


aware too -he knew that George hadn't come back to the bus because of it. 


George had attacked and betrayed him though. Which was why he couldn't understand how he felt so guilty 
about the whole thing. 


He was aware when they got back on the bus. When Don and Mick took him to the back lounge on the couches, 
and he knew that they were staying in there together through this night rather than going to their bunks. 
Jeff wasn't sure what to make of it either. Part of him just wanted to be alone to himself to just go to sleep 
and not feel any pain, guilt, or confusion. The other part was frightened to be alone, wanting to cling to a 


source of security. The best source; however, was gone, and no longer the same. 
g g 


Mick brought blankets from all their bunks over to the couch. He helped Jeff settle back in, and elevated Jeff's 
legs across his lap like he had before. Don resumed his position from before the ER trip on the other side of 
Jeff, allowing him to lay against him. There was no way he was entirely at fault, but guilt was beginning to 
tighten into a tangled mess in Don's stomach, knowing he'd been part of what had worked George up so badly. 
Comforting Jeff was the only way he could make up for what he'd done wrong in this. 


Jeff stared up at Don, his eyes glazed over with exhaustion, but begging the same question they all had with 


deep sadness. 


‘Oh, Jeff.. I'm sorry," Don whispered. What exactly he was sorry about -his role in winding George up, what 


Jeff was feeling, or not having a definite answer -he did not know. 


Jeff slowly blinked in understanding. His eye contact with Don broke to stare into space again. A few minutes 


later, he finally entered a numb, unconscious state of fitful sleep. 


Some odd hours into the night, Jeff stirred and awoke, his motions jerky and frantic, eyes wide. Don emerged 
from his zoned out state deep in thought, quieting Jeff by smoothing his hair and whispering that it was okay. 


In truth, Don didn't think it was okay that Jeff was reliving whatever had happened while he and Mick were not 


there in his dreams this soon after the fact. It was cruel, and he wished he could stop it. 


Jeff became vaguely aware of soft, low singing which was barely audible. A familiar song, but with an alternate 
pattern which changed the tone of it to something far more melancholy than the powerful form he knew it in. 
He never thought those lyrics would apply to him in such a way, or that they would be relevant for the 


reason they were now. 
"And maybe tonight; maybe tonight you'll be gone." 


Jeff drifted off again, the vibrato numbing the raw wound which the nightmare had opened. This time, the 
nightmare was gone. Along with his dreams of George as he knew him. 


Houston, We Have a Problem 


Author's Notes: 

Kept this one short and sweet, or | should say "short but bittersweet". There's some fluff in the beginning 
(okay, a lot of fluff in the beginning) between Don and Jeff, and a hint of fluff between Don and Mick. But the 
fluff is obviously the result of something less than happy. And then at the end, it goes back to angst. They're 
just having the time of it, and they haven't had to see each other face to face yet. 


The next morning, nobody could tell whether things were better or worse than the night before. 


Things were better in superficial respects. The dopamine was kicking in. Between that and the benefit of 
sleeping some of the shock off, Jeff was looking a lot better. His eyes were focused and more alert, and he 


was able to walk around the bus without becoming dizzy or collapsing. 


However, Don noticed that Jeff hardly went anywhere that neither he nor Mick were in his line of sight. He 
was still too nervous to be alone. He also didn't seem interested in anything and sat moping and staring off into 


space. Don suspected it probably wasn't going to be long before the remaining numbness from shock wore off 


and things got difficult. 


It had taken a toll on everyone's energy levels. Not only was Jeff unusually quiet and lethargic, but Mick was 


too after a night of never really falling asleep past an uneasy doze. 


Mick finally did fall asleep around Il:00 AM watching TV from the couch while Don was in the kitchen area. He 
was trying to encourage Jeff to eat something, to get his energy up so he didn't feel as wonky, and to protect 
his stomach for his next dose of ibuprofen. Feeling the ickiness of coming out of shock, Jeff was less than 


thrilled about putting anything substantial in his mouth. 


And then Don made the mistake of leaving Jeff alone to go ask the driver about how often, how long, and when 
they'd be stopping. That was so they could account for Jeff at each stop. Don wanted to know that if he and 
Mick got off, whether they would be back on within fifteen minutes, or longer -in which case, they would have 
to take Jeff with them. Whether or not he necessarily wanted to. 


By the time he returned back to the kitchen area, Jeff had gotten up and behind the small table where he'd 


been sitting, as well as his toast. 
He had at least eaten half a piece of toast, and he drank all his orange juice, so Don decided it wasn't worth 
having a battle over. It hadn't even been twenty-four hours since everything had gone down, and Jeff wasn't 


completely out of shock. He was trying. Don knew he didn't need to be pushed right away. 


He found Jeff in the back lounge with Mick, on the other couch from where they'd been last night, staring at 


the TV. It wasn't catching a signal on the channel it was set to, and displayed nothing but static. 

Mick was sprawled on that couch, half-covered with the plethora of blankets brought over from the bunks. 
Don couldn't help but give a small laugh at that much. He didn't have the heart to wake Mick up, knowing that 
if he could fall asleep, he gladly would have too. So instead, he pulled the messy pile of blankets off from on 


top and out from under Mick, covered Mick up with his own blanket, gave Jeff his blanket, and took the rest 
of the blankets back to their respective bunks. 


Part of him wanted to get on the couch and cuddle with Mick, and it was tempting, as tired as he was. Still, he 
didn't want to rub it in Jeffs face that George wasn't there. So instead of seeking comfort next to Mick, he 
sat down next to Jeff, hoping to give it. 

"That's all you want to watch? Static on the TV?" 

Jeff shrugged, then winced at how sore he felt from the small motion. 

"There's nothing on any other channels we have here." 

Don retrieved Jeff's ibuprofen and a glass of water and handed them to him. 

"I know there's gotta be something better than that. How about your Batman comics?" 

Jeff nearly gagged on the 800 milligram tablet that could only be given justice by the description of "horse 
pill’. He winced again and placed a hand over his chest. Swallowing forcefully was hard on the muscles near his 
sternum. 

Don had always found it ironic. Whenever anybody had something that made it painful or difficult to swallow, 
doctors always managed to prescribe the most gigantic pills possible. He would have thought they'd have given 
Jeff 400 milligram tablets and had him take two at a time. But apparently not. 

"| don't feel like it," said Jeff. "My eyes hurt when | try to read it." 


That was likely with the concussion. 


"Alright, | get that," ceded Don. "How about those games you keep under your bunk? You haven't creamed me 


at chess yet this tour -maybe now would be a good time." 


Jeff shook his head and heaved a really big sigh. With his arms slung over the arm of the couch, he leaned 
over to rest his chin on them. As he saw the sad puppy look overtaking Jeff's entire being, Don realized what 


he'd just poked at. 


Whoops.. Forgot what was going on the first time he played when I taught him. Guess | could have thought that one 
over better. God damn it. Don internally swore. The first time he and Jeff had played was when they were 


trying to pass the time on a night which George had been in the emergency room, and on an IV not unlike Jeff 
last night. Albeit he had been simply dehydrated with heat exhaustion then, not in the kind of shock that Jeff 


was having. 


"You want to at least put a movie on the TV?" Don began to sound resigned. He was running out of ideas, and 
he was hoping wholeheartedly he could get Jeff's mind off of George for a little while. And now he had to 


recover Jeff from his last suggestion -the way he'd wilted was heart wrenching. 
| guess. Won't it wake Mick up?" 
Don snorted. 


"Jeff, Mick's always been a heavy sleeper once he finally gets under, and to my understanding, he's pretty 
tired right now. I'm pretty sure he could sleep through a nuclear explosion if he wanted to." Don saw Jeff 
crack a tiny smile at this remark. Score! It had been what he intended to do. 


"On the topic of nuclear explosions, | know we still have the Star Wars VHSs on this bus. How about that?" 


"Maybe." Jeff thought for a minute and sat back up. "Do we still have Apollo 13? Or did we not bring it this 


time?" 


"Hold that thought for a moment; let me see." Don held up a finger and knelt down to look in the storage 
basket under where they had the TV and VCR mounted. He couldn't remember if they had packed it. Last year 
it had been enjoyable. All four of them agreed, which was hard in itself. It was pretty good on nights when 


tensions ran high, because it was a long movie that could draw everyone in, and keep them distracted. 


"| dunno, Jeff," Don warned, moving stuff. "| haven't seen it y- well whadya know? There it is! Underneath 
everything else where you wouldn't ever find it." He finally found it at the bottom of the bin. "Ils that what 
you'd like?" 


Jeff nodded. 
“Alright then" 


Don got Apollo [3 started up. Within the first ten minutes of it, Jeff got focused in. Don could tell -it was 
always obvious with how his eyes glazed over to everything else but the screen. Something about it was 
endearingly nerdy, and Don felt Jeff had every right to be nerdy as he wanted for now, if it meant he wasn't 
suffering. 


He sneaked into the kitchen area and moved the plate with the toast Jeff had left behind to the coffee table in 


front of the couch, in case he became more interested in it later. He wasn't betting on it happening though. 


Don ended up sitting back down and watching too, welcoming the possibility of a two-and-a-half hour 


distraction from the drama. 
Of course, in no normal world would it ever work out that way. 


They'd only reached the point at which Jack Swigert was pumping his fists and screaming with delight upon 
finding out he'd be on the mission, when the radio phone rang at the front of the bus. Seconds later, the 


driver called for Don 
"It's for you!" 


Heaven help me.. Now what?! Don stood up, held a finger up to tell Jeff he'd be back soon, and headed for the 


front once he was sure Jeff had seen his warning. 
He picked up the phone. "Who is it?" 
"Don, this is Alice." 


Oh yes. Alice Cooper. They were co-headlining with him right now -and Alice had a double show in the next 


town -one without Dokken before the next one together. Alice must've already gotten there. 


"Hey, what's going on, Alice?" Don was surprised Alice had called. He didn't get on the bus phone often, 


especially to contact somebody he'd be seeing soon enough. 


"You know, | was calling to ask you the same thing," mused Alice. "Because George Lynch is here with us, and | 
know you guys haven't made it here yet. And he is acting really weird. | mean it -he's panicking; he said he 
couldn't be on the bus with you guys last night. He arrived a few hours after we got here, found us, and when 
we asked him what happened, he wouldn't say, but he looked like he was going to puke. So its not hard to 
figure out that something happened. | knew what you guys were dealing with yesterday in the office, and since 
he's not doing so great, | wanted to ask if youre okay." 


Well, that knocked out the OOI percent of doubt that George had done it at this point. Even he was freaking 


out over it. 
Don blew out a huge, huffing sigh. His head was spinning -how complicated could this disaster become? 


"|, surprising as it is, am fine. Aside from not sleeping a wink last night, and I'm going to have a massive 
headache later for it. Mick's okay too -he is now sleeping after being up all night, and | wish | could join him on 
that. As for my bass player, not so much. Alice, Jeff is one sad, sad puppy right now. | didn't see it or how it 
happened, but | know George did it. And l'm sorry if George is causing any trouble for you all right now-" 


‘Oh, he's not. Actually, he's been really quiet. He's been sitting in the corner of our bus looking pretty 
distraught to me. Is Jeff going to be okay?" Alice sounded more troubled with questions than before. 


‘lm pretty sure Jeff is okay as he can be after spending four hours in the emergency room last night, being 
treated for shock and a mild concussion. It wasn't easy getting the story out of him, but from what he would 
say, apparently George came on the bus mad and flipped out on him -yelled a whole lot. Then grabbed him by 
the arms hard enough to leave bruises, slammed him into the wall, punched him in the chest, and he left him 
there for us to find him later." Don couldn't have cared less anymore if his explanation was full-on passive 


aggressive. George had earned it. 


"You're saying he beat up on Jeff? Wow." Alice was silent for a second. "I mean, | had a few suspicions. But | 
never would have thought that." 


Even Alice -Alice Cooper of all people -was lost for ideas at that. He'd indeed had suspicions about George. 
George had to be on a drug of some sort. Any violent tendencies and unfavorable personality traits were 
brought out by drugs -he knew from his own experience, and from having to help his now-Godson, Dave 


Mustaine. 


‘Its really hard seeing this unfold, Alice -and I'm sure it's just starting. He's heartbroken," Don sighed. "He was 
really sick when we found him. Talking in monosyllables, breathing all shallow and shaking like a leaf -he couldn't 


even stand up on his own-" 
"Is Jeff going to be okay to perform tomorrow night?" Alice questioned. 


‘tm sure he'll drag himself onstage regardless." Don knew he would. "Jeff has gotten onstage with fevers well 
over 102 before. Mick and | will have to force him to eat beforehand so he doesn't pass out -and he's refused 
to eat anything substantial yet since last night. He's not feeling well. But | think he'd welcome it, actually. He 
might find it to be a distraction when he gets to playing. It's all therapeutic, you know, instruments. | think the 
part he's most nervous about is having to see George again and being onstage with him. George is over with 
you, and Jeff is acting terrified now without him here. He doesn't want to be anywhere around this bus where 
he can't lay eyes on either Mick or myself. And he woke up last night having a nightmare. He's heartbroken, 
Alice." 


"Well, we'll keep George with us until you all get here. If things get too uncomfortable, we can discuss options 


trying to accommodate him on our bus if need be." 


"You guys don't have to do that; it's not fair to encroach on your space. Thank's for taking care of him for 
right now though, because | don't think we could have had him here last night. We'll sort out everything out 


when we get there." 


By the time Don got off the phone with Alice and returned back to the lounge, Jeff had cocooned himself in 
the blanket and fallen asleep. Don sat down next to him and stayed there, in case if he woke up frightened 
again, watching as the coil spark occurred on the Odyssey, resulting in the fiery explosion damaging the heat 


shield, oxygen tank breaking free, alarms going off, and finally, a chorus of "Houston, we have a problem." 


Oh, wewe got a problem alright, Don thought to himself. We've got so many problems, and eight more shows left 


fo deal with it. Just like the astronauts would have eight dangerous days in space. 


Meanwhile and far away, George Lynch stood pressed against the wall of the bus for Alice's band, silently 


listening. 


Alice had just hung up from a call with Don The speaker phone of the bus had allowed George to hear 
everything Don had said about Jeff. 


The emergency room. Treated for shock and a mild concussion. Refusing to eat. Afraid to be alone. Nightmares. 


Heartbroken. 


George felt his stomach drop. His mouth went dry. That was followed by a headache-like throbbing, like a tiny 


little hammer slamming him between the eyes from inside his skull. 


It felt like he was suffocating. The bus was warm, but he felt chilled everywhere but his burning cheeks -even 


in his coat and fleece scarf. 


That Alice's band had gotten off the bus to go out and about town couldn't have been any more of a relief to 
George in that moment. He knew it was why Alice had chosen that moment to call, so it was private from the 


other guys, but he still was relieved. Then, Alice himself left, leaving him all alone. 


George made his way to the back of the bus, not entirely aware of his feet having contact with the ground as 
his head spun. He wanted to get mad, but he didn't have the energy. He was mostly mad at himself now. 


Everything inside him infinitely screamed, "you did this!" And it was true. Everything else he saw around him 
screamed it too. Nobody on the bus had asked him what exactly he'd done, or asked if he'd done something 
stupid, but nobody had approached him either. George knew that they were aware he'd done something 
dishonorable. And if they were to ask him why, he wouldn't have been able to answer. 


Never in his life had he felt so pathetic or guilty. He thought the breakup of the band couldn't be worse than 
the first time, having already done it. That time had been painful, with all the uncertainty and mixed feelings. 
This time, he knew for sure he was sick of Dokken. And he knew how to go about starting up new projects of 


his own too. 


But in the silence of this bus, as he sank down in a seat against the window and stared out into the oblivion of 
the overcast sky, George knew it was a thousand times worse despite those things, because he was losing Jeff 
Pilson too. Jeff couldn't be replaced with a new project like Dokken could. 


And his chances of getting Jeff back were almost none. 
Weakly, he put his arm up against the window. He leaned against it, resting his forehead in his hand, and his 


cheek against the cold glass of the window. With his other hand, he slowly took hold of his scarf, lifting it up. 
Burying his face in the soft material, George wept helplessly. 


Dysfunctional 


Author's Notes: 

Lot of symbolic stuff here. And yes, that is a hint of Mick/Don in there. Albeit, whenever there are bands 
with multiple people actually in a relationship, when one breaks, it puts strain on the other (Fleetwood Mac is 
your real life, non-fictional example of this). And the whole band is dysfunctional. And then there's the cycle of 
grief being dysfunctional too, because it either doesn't go in order, or it keeps circling around a whole bunch of 
times. Poor Mick -| made him squirm.. It really is true how every little thing that can and will go wrong goes 
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As expected, things got more difficult as the day progressed to evening, and less than twenty-four hours 
remained before Mick, Don, and Jeff would reunite with George. 


Mick woke up the second time the bus stopped throughout the day, around 5:30 PM. By this point, Don had 
seen Apollo 13 through twice. He'd ended up restarting it, as Jeff had slept through most of it the first time 


around. 


They all got off the bus for the time being to go outside for fresh air and get something to eat, though 
nobody had much to say to each other for the time being. Mick was still half asleep, and Don was now really in 
agony with a headache turned to full fledged migraine from lack of sleep. Jeff had probably slept more than he 
had in the prior three days combined, but wasn't any better. But by now, the situation was putting the 
majority of its strain between Don and Mick, leaving Jeff trapped helplessly in the middle of it. 


"Don, are you okay?" Mick asked for the third time as Don covered his eyes with his hands, trying to block out 
the lights for just a few seconds because they hurt so bad and seemed so bright. The lights were actually 
quite dull. Don was frustrated with this, as aside for one sentence encouraging Jeff to eat, the only thing Mick 


had seemed to have to say was asking him if he was okay. 


"Mick, stop it!" Don snapped in a hushed growl. "I've said it twice and now a third time, I'm fine. This is nothing. 
I'm not the one who's suffering right now. If you've got sympathy to give, save it for him and not me!" 


Mick didn't quite glare, but he squinted his eyes and lowered his eyebrows in a way that made it ever so clear 


to Don that he was on thin ice with him. 
Jeff shrunk in on himself timidly. 
"Stop," ordered Mick in a low, gentle, yet devastating tone. "You have not slept in over twenty-four hours. 


You're not okay -you're feeling unwell and you're getting irritable. You think that it helps Jeff to keep on like 
that? Think again!" 


Jeff spoke in his quiet tone he took when he was unsettled. 


"Guys, please don't fight over me." The way he made the request was enough to instantly leave Don and Mick 


ridden with shame for arguing in front of him, and his eyes were even harder to make contact with. 
Don slumped forward to let his hair hang over his face. 

‘lm sorry, Jeff, that was uncalled for," groaned Mick. 

From that point on, until they returned to the bus, they were silent. 


Jeff stayed close to Mick's side on the way back to the bus. 


"Don, for Christ's sake, go lie down," Mick ordered as soon as they were back onboard and Jeff had settled 
back in on the couch. "That's an order, not a request. You're gonna make yourself sick. I'll make you lie down 


too if you don't -and you know full well that | will." 


Don gave a curt laugh at the irony of the situation, and with his headache too severe and being overall far too 
tired to argue, he slunk off to bed The last time Mick had ordered Don to his bunk for being overly tired, it 
had been the backfire of a prank he'd pulled on George. Don hadn't been any more tired than he would have 
been after a show, and the whole thing then had been utterly ridiculous. This time was the opposite. It was 
real, and it wasn't funny at all. 


"Jeff, you stay here for a minute. I'll be back," assured Mick He went after Don, who was settling into his 
bunk, lying down and lifting a hand to his head in pain 


"Did you take anything for it?" asked Mick with concern 
"| don't think it's gonna help too much at this point," Don winced. "Its just gonna have to pass." 


Mick shook his head and brought Don their over the counter ibuprofen. "Just because Jeff is in pain and this 
whole thing is a mess that's going to lead to some degree of pain doesn't mean you have to subject yourself 


to pain" 
"l'm part of what caused it to happen, Mick" 


“Part is the key operator here, Don You were not the one who controlled George actually doing it. You are in 
control over whether you beat yourself up over it. Jeff is aware of what you're doing, and its not helping him. 
Making yourself sick isn't going to help you, Jeff, or anyone, and its gonna make getting back together with 
George tomorrow just that much more of a nightmare. You took care of Jeff and | had my turn to sleep, and 


now you need to sleep while | take care of him. Take this, and go to sleep." 


Don didn't argue. He took the ibuprofen and all but passed out as soon as he did try to fall asleep. Mick 
covered him back up and pulled the messy strands of hair back away from Don's face. He didn't want to wake 
Don up, so he lightly touched Don's cheek instead, not feeling that Don had an obvious fever. Well, if he had 


already made himself sick, at least it wasn't that severe. 


When Mick returned to the back lounge, he found Jeff cocooned again, curled up on his side in the fetal 
position, as if he was trying to sink back into his wordless state. Oh, not again. 


"Come on, Jeff," encouraged Mick, checking the time and fetching Jeff's prescription of dopamine. It was about 
that time, so he was hoping it was just a mild drop in blood pressure and feeling a bit dizzy that had prompted 
Jeff to curl himself up again. "Hang with me for a while. Take this." He sat next to Jeff on the couch. 


Jeff took his prescription without an argument. 


"| feel like I'm a drug dealer in here -between you and Don. Take this, take that," Mick chuckled, trying to get 
Jeff to laugh. 


Jeff was past the point of being triggered to laugh or crack a smile at mild jokes. He didn't think it was funny, 


given George was probably onto some drug. 

"| don't want it," he murmured. 

"Well, you have to take the dopamine to stabilize your blood pressure." 

"I know," Jeff said, getting even quieter. "I'll take it because | have to. But | don't want it” 


Mick sighed. "Well, you'll be done with the dopamine tonight. You have one more, and that's it. If you want to 
stop the ibuprofen, you can, but it's gonna hurt." 


Jeff shifted along the couch so that he was curled up against Mick. Defaulting to cling mode again, Mick thought 
to himself. 


"This doesn't hurt so much," Jeff murmured, poking one hand out of his blanket cocoon to point to where his 
other arm was inside of it. From where he sat upright, Mick could see nothing of Jeff except for the hand he 
poked out, and the strawberry blond tips of his hair. 


He knew full well that Jeff meant that the worst of the pain was something that ibuprofen wasn't going to 
touch, regardless of how strong a dose. And denial that the situation was as bad as it was. 


Mick looked up at the TV, which Jeff had turned on to a channel that was receiving a signal -a weak one if 
that, but readable. 


"Is that all you want to watch?" he asked. "The news” 


"No," whispered Jeff, barely audible. 

The swing around the loop for Jeff was becoming unbearable. Almost an exact repeat of this morning, except 
it was Mick instead of Don, and the TV at least had signal rather than just static. Only each time around, it 
just became more painful. Trying to eat and feeling sick doing so, being unable to find a distraction from a 
thousand different thoughts, get prodded to find something better to do, and finally ending up falling back 
asleep again. And the bus was so damned quiet: Unbearably quiet. Nauseously quiet. 


Usually during the day and well into the late evening, George would plug his guitar into an amp or the portable 


four track and go to town with it. There was always some substantial background noise on the bus. 

Right now, Jeff just heard road noise. He never heard road noise except when he was falling asleep late at 
night when everyone else was also going to sleep. Usually, he didn't hear it very long either. Today, he'd heard 
it all day. 

This loud yet silent, airy emptiness. It just didn’t stop. 

Mick sat, puzzling, trying to come up with something. 


He began simply talking, not sure what else to do. 


"Alice is already there in the next town. Don talked to him and passed the lowdown on to me. Alice says he's 
hoping the weather improves. Apparently it's been cold and rainy there all day today." 


Jeff didn't say anything. He curled up tighter, feeling worse. He wasn't sure if he ever had felt worse. He hoped 
inwardly that he was feeling the worst he possibly could. That was an odd thing, he thought, but if he were 
feeling as bad as he could feel, then there would be nowhere to go but better from it. 


"Alice did apparently say that the crowd there was very enthusiastic tonight. They're probably going to be 


even better tomorrow when we play," Mick continued. 


Jeff gulped, feeling his stomach twist. He realized that this was the first time in his life he hadn't been excited 
to get onstage. That was a scary feeling. So much for his hope that he couldn't get any worse. 


"Its over," murmured Jeff. 
"What do you mean?" 


"This whole onstage thing between George and |. It's over" said Jeff, slightly more forcefully, a bit agitated, but 
still very quiet. 


Mick sighed again. Those words hurt. They hurt to hear, and he didn't want to know how much they hurt for 


Jeff to say. 


He looked out the window of the bus. They were moving into the area of which the nasty weather pattern 
extended. Dark, hazy clouds blocking out the sunset. Just the gloomiest looking sky he'd seen in a while. There 


was a storm in near proximity. 

"Jeff, it's your decision on all of that, and Don and | support you on it-" 

"l can't deal with whatever this fucking aggressive phase this is he's gotten to -l'm over with it!" Jeff strained. 
This was the first time Jeff had openly and directly admitted to the problem George had, and it was the first 
time Mick had ever heard Jeff speak bitterly toward anyone, without at least providing one positive aspect to 


balance it out. Now he was to the "anger" stage of grief. Not that those steps ever went in perfect order, but 


he was cycling through them, each stage becoming more pronounced each time. 
He felt Jeff shake against him. 


Trying to settle Jeff down, Mick pulled back the blanket away from Jeffs head and played with Jeffs unkempt, 


sleep-mussed hair. He finger combed out the tangles, similar how George would when Jeff would get sick. 
Reaching forward to search for the messier strands that would have fallen forward across Jeff's face from 
lying on his side, Mick landed his fingers on Jeff's cheek and could feel the wet tracks, followed by fresh tears 
that ran into his hand as they continued to overflow. 

If there was one thing in this world which Wild Mick Brown could not stand, it was when people were around 
him and crying. It was the most awkward thing, and he never could and never had been able to figure out a 
proper response to it. 


"Jeff, please don't-" 


Jeff sucked air in through his teeth and reached his hand up, pushed Mick's hand away from his face. He 
unfurled and got up from the couch, forcefully snatching the blanket from the couch behind him. 


Oh, great going, Mick. He should have just kept his mouth shut: 

He got up and reluctantly went and followed Jeff, knowing he'd just made him self-conscious over justified pain 
He could tell Jeff was going for the front lounge table, past the kitchen and the burks. 

However, at that moment, some idiot decided to cut the bus off, and the driver had to swerve slightly 


Mick nearly fell over, catching the doorway between the lounge and kitchen with his hands and stabilizing 
himself. 


With nothing within arm's reach that made for a good hold, Jeff lost his balance and fell into the kitchen wall, 
exactly where George had attacked and left him. 


Mick could not ever understand or accept how the little unexpected things that meant absolutely nothing 
always managed to happen at the worst possible times, and make everything a thousand times worse. Like the 
chance of the universe was now taunting Jeff in the most evil of ways. It was unbearably cruel. 

Jeff covered his face with his arm and wilted over himself, sprawled on the floor. He'd even hit his bruised 
side against the wall on top of everything else, creating a complete flashback which was even worse now that 
the numb of shock was entirely gone. Mick could see the spasms wrack Jeffs slim frame. 

"Jeff? Bless your heart." 

He walked over to Jeff, bending over and pulling him up from the floor by reaching underneath his arms. 


"Come on. I'm gonna have you lie down," said Mick, knowing that Jeff was going to wear himself out. 


Jeff nodded meekly in agreement as they came up by the bunks, and Mick helped Jeff into his. Mick could feel 
Jeff hold his breath, trying to stifle it, and then give a forced gasp. 


"Uh, Jeff? Im sorry, | shouldn't have." Mick trailed off. "You don't have to be ashamed." 

Jeff shook his head and buried his face in his pillow. It was obvious he didn't want Mick with him during this. 
“Alright, I'm going back to the lounge, then," Mick declared. He felt like somebody had socked him in the gut, and 
he wasn't sure whether that was the result of seeing Jeff in pain over George, or seeing Jeff's reaction to his 
selfish remark and regretting it. 

Jeff said something, muffled in his pillow. 


"What? Jeff, you're gonna have to get off of that thing for me to hear you-" 


Jeff lifted up, shaking his head again, speaking strained through clinched teeth, grasping for composure of 
himself to get his words out. 


"| should have stayed in there longer and not been on the bus when he was angry, and | should have been 


there with you all so he wouldn't have been so upset. | could have done something.” 
Bar gaining. 


"Jeff, listen to me. You didn't do anything wrong, and you know it. Don't go there. | don't know whats gotten 


into him and what he's gotten into. Given the conversation, he'd have been high strung whether you were 


there or not. But there was no reason for him to take that anger and lay it down on you." 
Jeff crashed back down on his pillow. 


"This whole thing is ridiculous," he choked out, before burying himself again. "I just want these shows to be 
done with so it's over." 


Despair. 
Enough. 


Mick covered Jeff up with his blankets and patted him between the shoulder blades. 


"You know where | am if you need someone. Leave Don alone; he was up for over twenty-four hours." With 


this, Mick returned to the lounge. 


As his energy began to run down and he felt his mind beginning to go hazy after some time, roughly half an 
hour, Jeff sulked at the bitter irony. He he was going around the cycle again About to fall asleep. At some 
time after 9:30, Mick would wake him up, encourage him to eat something, and he would take his last dose of 


dopamine, more ibuprofen, and then go through the lead up to where he was now. 


And then the next time he'd wake up after that, he'd be in the next city, and would have to prepare to face 


George. 
He let sleep overtake him before his mind could weevil its way into that can of worms, trying to give himself a 


false sense of hope that things would be okay when he woke up, and that this was one big nightmare. It wasn't 
real, and when he woke up, George would be there, the pain would be gone, and everyone would be okay. 


Except it wouldn't be. 


Acceptance already rolling back around to denial. 


Nothing Left to Say 


Author's Notes: 

It seems my thoughts aren't too far from the title -there's not much to say here other than it's hard to say 
who | feel the worst for. Everybody is miserable, and the audience suffers from it. And yet, Jeff is still one of 
the kindest rock stars on the planet even when he's hurting. Yes, George getting sick is symbolic of how 
disgusted he is with himself, and how he can't stomach the severity of the situation. 


The only saving grace that Don Dokken would be able to come up with the day that they reunited with George 


was that everyone went into it with I0 or more hours of sleep. 


There really wasn't much to say or do for Mick after he'd sent Don to bed and after Jeff had finally broken 
at 6:00 the previous night. He had sat bored in the back lounge, continuing to think as he had about how 
fucked up this situation was since he and Don first found Jeff down on the floor, and how much he wished he 
could make it go away and not have to deal with it. 


But it wasn't the 80s anymore. He wasn't drugged and with an excuse or ability to get away from the scene. 
And he was certain that the avoidance of everything -nobody within the band wanting to address the big 
monster on the bus with them, or try to effectively communicate and come up with an idea to resolve the 
problems -that was the reason why things didn't work then. And it was why they still were having to learn to 
do it now, and being too bitter from the past to accept each other's mistakes. 


This mistake, however, was too big to accept. Mick couldn't accept it in his mind -at least not until George 
admitted openly he had something wrong and made efforts to correct it. There was no way on Earth, or in 
Heaven and Hell that Don would accept it, especially after the fight that had occurred prior, and having been 
choked by George. And expecting Jeff to accept it when he was hurt so badly, the physical affects being just 
the tip of the iceberg, would be hypocritical and unreasonable. 


However, one could only ponder such things for so long before simply going over and repeating ideas already 


thought of. 


And after over 24 hours, with the exception of the six and a half hours which he'd fallen asleep, Mick had not 
only run out of things to consider, but he was tired of thinking on it. It was going to drive him crazy. 


So after he woke Jeff up at 10:00 for his last dopamine tablet, and another ibuprofen horse pill, Mick got in his 
own bunk above Don's. He could not remember any time within the past 20 years ever going to bed so early. 


He couldn't remember the last time he'd wanted to either. But he'd wanted to, and he did. 


It had taken Jeff until I:00 PM to fall back asleep after enduring an abbreviated version of the cycle he'd 
experienced, the only thing different being the absence of somebody awake with him to try and make him find 


a distraction. 
And then today, they woke up at 49:00 at their stop. 


Alice saw George gulp as hard as humanly possible when that bus pulled up. He had his concerns for George, 

but he couldn't bring himself to feel but so sorry for him, given what he'd done. There was no need to shame 
him for what he'd done, as Alice could tell by the way George had fled the scene after carrying out his deed 

and how he'd been so quiet and torn up over the past day that he felt heartache and guilt. That was more 


powerful than any shaming. 


However, what George had done couldn't be validated, and Alice wasn't going to shield George from facing the 


consequences. 


"Your bandmates are here. You need to go check in with them and see if they have anything to discuss about 


your performance Tonight, and figure out what you're going to do." 


George looked at the ground, pained as if he didn't want to get up from the chair he was in. He didn't want to 
go to that bus and see just what he'd done. He knew it was bad without seeing it. 


"Now, George," commanded Alice sternly. "Avoiding communication before a show is a doomed thing. You don't 


do it, and anything that can go wrong during the performance will go wrong.” 


"What am | going to do?" asked George rather pitifully, sounding desperate for a way out. But Alice, as Alice 
Cooper always was, refused to be swayed and stuck to his guns on what he expected of George. 


"You're going to meet up with Don, Mick, and Jeff and figure it out yourself. You're the one who got yourself 


into this mess, George. I'm not cleaning it up. | can't get you out of it” 


George sighed. Slowly, he took a reluctant step, and then another, and continued along with heavy feet across 
the parking lot. He could feel his stomach begin to turn flips again If this kept up, he was going to have to find 
a pharmacy where he could get a hold of some extra strength Dramamine. It was going to be a difficult eight 
shows and some miserable bus rides if he was going to spend the whole time around his bandmates willing 
himself not to hurl. Seemingly, since he'd first thrown up in the bushes right after he'd snapped at Jeff, 
whenever he thought on the situation, which was almost non-stop, he reflexively felt like doing it again 


The bus was so painfully quiet when George climbed aboard that he felt smothered by it. He had just turned 
the corner to walk from the steps through the bus, when he found himself face to face with Don. 


Don had a naturally intimidating appearance at first sight, and when he was really pissed off, his expression 
could become downright scary. However, George had never been made uneasy by Don's evil eye before this 


very moment, and Don was clearly fuming. 


He spoke in a what started as a low, dark murmur which elevated into an emphasized snarl of substantial 


volume. 
If you had ANY IDEA JUST HOW FUCKING PISSED with you | am right now!" 


"As if | couldn't have guessed,’ George murmured snidely, trying to hide how vulnerable he suddenly felt. "You 


ought to see yourself in a mirror." 
g Yy 


"Damn it, George -this is not the time to be joking around. l'm not kidding! You have upset the whole bus. Mick 
is upset, | am upset, and l'm not even going to start on the topic of Jeff, because | think you can figure that 


out for yourself too." Don knew those words would strike a chord. 


George pushed past Don aggressively, wanting to get away from him, afraid he'd do something regrettable if 
he didn't. He was starting to get agitated, knowing that Don was trying to provoke him by poking his mind in 


sensitive areas. 
Deep down, he knew he deserved it though. 


Walking past the bunks, he could see through to the kitchen where Jeff sat at the small table by the window, 
absentmindedly and listlessly flipping through the itinerary. He had a blanket around his shoulders, albeit he was 
wearing short sleeves. George could see a darker area around Jeff's upper arms -purple, black, and blue with 
bruises exactly where he'd grabbed him. Jeff's hair, which was messy, unkempt, and getting an oily look to it, 
hung forward over his face, so that George couldn't see much more than the tip of Jeffs nose. 


When he got to the doorway and his foot hit the hard floor as opposed to the carpeted surface around the 
bunks, making a sound, Jeff looked up. 


George could see how Jeff's eyes were puffy and red-rimmed, with dark circles underneath -the type that 
came from fitful sleep and intermittent bouts of shedding tears. He only locked eyes with Jeff for a split 
second. Almost immediately, Jeff turned away, scraped back his chair, jumped up, and walked out of the kitchen 
and into the back lounge. 


It said enough to George, and he wasn't sure if it was what he'd feared, or worse. He just wanted to go off 
and hide. It felt like there were a thousand invisible eyes locked in on him. Instead, he followed Jeff, just to see 
if there was anything else he could do. 

Jeff sat on one of the couches, having curled up and turned himself sideways so he faced away from the 
doorway. It sent a clear message to George that Jeff didn't have anything to say to him, nor did he want to 
talk to him. Jeff wouldn't even ook at him. 

Mick sat on the other couch, and he did turn to face George. 


"| see you made it over here back to us," he stated. 


George swallowed. The tension was so severe that he felt a drop in his gut again. 


"There's a lot we need to discuss, George. But | think it'd be best if we do it off the bus, because it's not fair 
to Jeff. And | think you should sort out in your mind what you have to say. | bet you know well that Don has 
plenty. And so do |.” 


Mick's voice was dark, cold, and emotionless -something George had never known to be of him. He saw Jeff pull 


the blanket up around himself like a cape so he was completely cocooned and George could see nothing of him. 
He nodded, knowing of nothing better to say. 


Heart sinking, George turned around and left the lounge, climbing up to his bunk to sit, not knowing where else 
to go. He couldn't be in the front lounge with Don. And sitting in the back lounge with Jeff hiding in plain sight 


from him and Mick's dark demeanor was going to drive him out of whatever sanity he had left. 


He sat in there for a moment, mind racing, and then was distracted as the sound of Jeff climbing into his bunk 


below him, breaking the silence. He heard a sniffle below him -just more taunting toward him about the pain 


he'd inflicted on Jeff. 


George felt his heart speed from sinking slowly to dropping like a rock. He felt the impact with his stomach, 


and jumped down from his bunk, retching loudly -audible across the entire bus. 


He only just made it to the kitchen and snatched the trash bag out of the plastic bin in time to heave his guts 


Up again. 


Through his blurred vision, eyes burning from the gagging, George saw Don enter the kitchen. He just stared 
down at George blankly. George closed his eyes, shaking his head, clutching the trash can and shivering as his 
stomach continued to pitch itself. He wanted to get up and forcibly shove Don out of the room. 


But Don turned around and left again. He knew better than to try and sort things out with George, or try to 
lecture him more when he was unstable. That was dangerous enough for him lately when George wasn't 


clinging to a trash can that could have very easily been used against him. 


How the fuck did | land myself here? George internally asked himself for the thousandth time. Not how he'd 
ended up in this fiasco -he knew snapping at Jeff had done that. It was what had led up to it that he couldn't 
figure out. Opening his eyes whilst leaning over the trash can, he stared weakly into the contents. Disgusting. 


Completely and utterly disgusting. Still not provoking enough disgust to match up to how disgusted George was 
with himself. 


Not looking up, he heard the fridge open, and a second later, he heard the sound of something hard being set 
down on the floor next to him. And then footsteps walking away. 


George backed away from over the trash can and found a glass of water next to him, clearly intended for him 


to rinse his mouth out with, and possibly a reminder to not let himself get dehydrated and pass out onstage 
later like he had a tendency to do back in the 80s. He looked in both directions on either side of him and could 
see Jeff trudging back to his bunk. Nobody else was in view, and nobody else could have been the one to put 
that glass there, and it just made George feel all the more guilty. 


Jeff was clearly in pieces, bitter and hurt, but he was still too sweet and caring to stand seeing someone on 
the floor in agony and not do something to make it better. And yet George had been the one to hurt Jeff. He 
had left Jeff on the floor in agony and not done anything for him. 


You don't deserve him, a voice taunted George within his head. You dont deserve his love, friendship, or kindness 
right now. 


Sighing deeply, he stayed there until his stomach stopped turning. George doubted he had anything left to 
throw up at this point. He went outside to empty and clean out the trash can, and once he was through with 
that, the venue manager came to tell them that they were good to go inside now, and that the stage was 


almost ready for soundcheck. 


They decided to start soundcheck by having Jeff work with his gear alone, and make sure it was in working 


order. 

"Are you ready to talk with us, George?" asked Mick. 

George nodded. Might as well get it over with. It was going to suck regardless of how long they put it off for. 
They went back in the lounge behind the stage. 

"We'd better sit down," sighed Mick, knowing it wasn't going to be a quick talk. 

They all sat down, pulling up chairs. As soon as they were seated, Don blew his stack 

"What the fuck, George? What were you thinking? Are you out of your mind? If you'd have attacked me, itd 
have pissed me off, but at least one would have expected it. Attacking Mick would have made more sense even 
-even if that would have been stupid because | know he can take you. But you pick on the guy in this band 
who loved and trusted you, and always wants to point out the good in you despite how violent and negative you 
have been lately? What's wrong with you?!" 

| dont know what | was thinking | might be out of my mind. Yes, | wish | had attacked you instead, though Id 
probably be arrested right now, because management would have called the cops. No, | don’t know why I attacked 
him, and Id give anything to go back and not do it. And good question, | dont know either.. A sprawl of painfully 


honest answers scrolled through George's mind. But he couldn't bring any one of them to the tip of his tongue. 


"Just fucking stop it, Don. | cant change it-" 


"That does NOT make it okay!" Don jumped out of his seat. "IT'S NOT OKAY!" 


"SIT DOWN!" Mick boomed over Don "NOW!" Having both Don and George in their seats at the same time was 
the only way for sure he could guarantee that fists wouldn't go flying and hands wouldn't grab for throats, so 
he was very adamant that they both stayed in their chairs. 


Don sank down in his chair, glowering. George glared right back at him now, fury etched into his face. 


"Now can we please fucking get this damned conversation through, and figure out what we're going to do, and 
how we're going to go about things until George leaves?!" exclaimed Mick, exasperated. "And there is no need to 


shout! 
Both Don and George stayed silent. 
"IIl take that as a yes. Don, you say what you've got, and save your scolding for another time." 


Don sighed, practically needing to sit on his hands, and dropped his voice to a civil volume level, resetting 


whatever breaker in his temper that had just tripped. 


"We have seven more shows after tonight. From here, we are bussing to a hotel for tonight. We had originally 
booked four rooms, and we called and bumped it down to three because Jeff told Mick and | this morning that 
he was nervous of being alone tonight. Either Mick or | will be with him -we will determine that based on who 
Jeff asks for when we're on the way there, and once we decide that, it will determine where your room is - 


and we will tell you where that is when we get there. 


"The next town we play tomorrow night is six hours away -tomorrow we get up early. Nothing has changed in 
the department of departing on the bus. Be up and ready on time. Itinerary says we're leaving at 8:00, which 
means you had better be checked out of your room and down at the bus by 1:30. Alice Cooper offered to let 
you ride with him, which for the six hour ride tomorrow is up to you. If you want to ride on his bus 
tomorrow, you are to tell him before we get onstage so that he can expect that, and so that you can find out 
if you need to be on his bus earlier for departure time. Alice usually likes to check out as early as possible. 


What are you going to do?" 


George sighed. He'd been pretty miserable on Alice's bus too. Though he didn't have to see Jeff in pain and 
wasn't getting sick there, he'd constantly felt like he was getting watched by the band while they silently 


speculated their own opinions as to what he'd done. 
"I'm gonna try to stay on our bus tomorrow," he murmured. 
"Okay, so that's decided for tomorrow. Any other opportunities later which we have a short travel distance, 


you can decide. But the nights which we are on the road, there is no reason for you to encroach on the space 


of him and his band, and you are to stay on our bus." 


George nodded. He hadn't planned on continuing to stay on Alice's bus. He wasn't all to thrilled about spending 
nights on his own bus either though. George really wasn't exactly sure what he wanted to do. It seemed there 


was no path he could take without more pain 


"And next week for the last three shows, you have it arranged so you're picking up your son in that town, and 
he's riding along with us. ls that still going to be the case?" inquired Don 


"Yes," stated George. It was probably the one thing he was looking forward to at this point -having one person 


who wasn't judging him present. 


"Good. Let me make one thing clear for these last couple of weeks from the get-go," started Don, his 
demeanor changing to let the threatening tone back in. "Unless if Jeff approaches you verbally or physically, 
asks you something, or indicates in any other way to you in your presence that he is open to conversation or 
any other interaction, you leave him alone. He is heartbroken, and he is frightened. He spent all of yesterday 
sleeping off shock and refusing to eat, saying he felt sick to his stomach. He does not need you to do anything 


to force yourself on him." 


As if | didn't know that was coming George held back the urge to moan, being reminded of Jeff's sad condition 
as of now and how much worse it must have been yesterday. And he knew the sick stomach bigger than life. 
It was coming back to him with the shame, and extending his arms out in front of him, he leaned forward, 


face-planting on his hands. 


"I think we just need to try and get through these last shows as best as possible. There's nothing else we can 
do now," determined Mick. 


George nodded again, still face-planted, not coming up immediately like he usually did Most of the times he 
would flop over in shame, it was from something minor -a snide remark he hadn't meant to let slip out, or 
something that came across in a way different than how he'd intended it. Often, it would cause laughter, and 


he'd come up giggling and blushing. But right now he was miserable and vulnerable. 


"Pretty much," muttered Don, agreeing to Mick's statement. "Yeah, that's enough for now. As we get further 


down the itinerary, we'll discuss the plans for then" 
Mick got up and walked out to the stage. Don also got up, preparing to follow Mick. 


George stayed where he was, with no desire to move. He felt like crying, but no way in hell was he going to in 


front of Don Dokken, so he instead willed himself to hold it together. 


"Go check your gear, George -we only have but so much time.." ordered Don. He dropped his voice down to a 


sardonic murmur as he walked out. ".and try not to kill anyone too." 


George ran his hands through his hair, pulling at it with a combination of frustration, anger, and heartache. He 


wanted to say the anger was at Don, though he knew a good amount of it was at himself. 


Blowing out a sigh, he came up from his folded position and dragged himself over to the stage. And as George 


had feared, it was the most tense and cold soundcheck he had experienced in his entire career. 


There was a lot of disorder, as usual, trying to set things up when they hadn't all been present from the 
beginning of soundcheck. Some of the venue crew had started to put together rigs in an order different from 
how George preferred it, and there was confusion setting it up the right way without interfering with Jeffs 
rig, and finding where things had been placed. 


It was the first time Jeff spoke to George, but their exchanges were minimal." 
"Jeff, where is my loop pedal?" 


Barely even looking at George, Jeff pointed toward the back of the stage toward a set of amplifiers and a 


tangle of wires that was being reconfigured. 
‘It's over there," he replied tersely. 


This continued for another painful two hours before the equipment was moved into the correct order, and the 
mix settings for the volume on every microphone, wedge, and amp were reconfigured for the setup to match 


their desired sound. 


The lack of conversation continued from after soundcheck until the moment they took the stage. Jeff went off 
to take a much needed shower. George absentmindedly fingered at his guitar. Mick went to town on his drums 
as if he were taking the tension out on them up until half an hour before the doors were to open, and then 
rushed to go take his shower and get dressed. George also showered close to the show, giving way to the 
tears he was holding back while under the water. Nobody would know that he had when he emerged. 


This still didn't match getting up onstage when call time came. Because that was when it became painfully 
obvious to the whole world that things were falling apart. 


Jeff was still his usual animated self onstage; it seemed as though as soon as his bass was strapped around 
him and his hand was around the fretboard, life was channeled back into him. George welcomed the distraction 
of a guitar in hand too -for the time being, he wasn't thinking about everything, and his stomach settled, 


leaving him to feel somewhat normal. 


But the two stayed on opposite sides of the stage. Neither would move as far so that both of them were on 
one side of Don. There was no standing back to back or head-banging next to each other. If George got closer 
to the middle of the stage, Jeff went closer to the side if he was more centered toward Don. If George was up 
on the drum riser, Jeff did not dare go up on it, and if Jeff was on the drum riser and George went onto it, 
Jeff jumped down from it and returned to his side of the stage. Neither of them made eye contact or gave 
playful and friendly gestures between songs. 


There was a different sort of forcefulness to Jeff's stage moves too. His head banging was more forceful, as 
if he was trying to slam the heartache out of himself. During a guitar solo, Don went up to Jeff and told him 
to take it easy in fear he'd give himself whiplash or agitate his presumed concussion. When Jeff ran around 


the stage, it was more of a straight on pattern rather than his exuberant prancing. 


Aside from his usual head banging and wide legged stance, after the first couple of songs, George decided to 
forego his tendency to move about, and stayed to his side, mostly facing toward Mick. 


Even Don's tendency to banter between songs seemed to be absent. He hardly said anything, other than a few 
things just to keep the audience connected and engaged. It was tense though, because everyone knew something 
was wrong, and it put a damper on the whole evening. 

And after the show, nobody said anything on the bus ride to the hotel. Nobody said anything once they were 
inside the hotel aside from telling George which of the rooms they'd booked was his once it had been 
determined that Jeff was going to Mick's room. 

They didn't say anything between each other, because there was nothing left to say. 


The band was already broken up. 


Just Walk Away 


Author's Notes: 

Because | procrastinate studying for finals, and Dokken's last gig in the 90s with all four actually did end with a 
fight. Jeff described it in an interview as being nasty, ugly, and very unfortunate -in the context of this 
story's interpretation, it sure is. Okay, yes, | know lm mean! But you saw it at the end, I'm not going to make 
him cry out of pain again! That may or may not go for other characters -we still have to deal with George, 
and there may be a surprise appearance of somebody else too whom George is close to, but you saw it; I'm 
not going to put Jeff through any more pain. Like the situation with George, its over. Now its time to make it 
better. 


For the next week, progress was painfully slow. The cycle of grossly disconnected shows continued on. Time 
seemed to crawl. As it crawled on toward the last shows, everyone became more and more desperate for the 


end, and as everyone became more desperate for the end, time just crawled slower to thwart them, it seemed. 


Finally, just as planned, George's son, Sean, joined them for the sixth show, and would be there for the seventh, 
as well as the eight and final show with George. 


It was needless to say that Sean was aware of the tension on the bus. Feeling embarrassed of it, everyone did 
all they could to try and cover up that something was wrong. But by this, it resulted in Jeff and Don outright 
avoiding being near George on the bus or at the hotel. If George was in the back lounge on the bus, then Don 
and Jeff had to go to the front, and vice versa They tried to time it so that they were in the kitchen at 
different times. 


In some ways, this was good, because it meant that no fight of any type could really come between Don and 
George. The only time they really saw each other was if they were waking up at the same time, and when one 
crossed through the back lounge to access the lavatory -both of which were cases in which they didn't have 
the desire to fight. But it was really just building it up to be harder on the last night for everyone. It was 
driving Mick bats. Mick sometimes would go sit with George and Sean for some time in the back, or with Jeff 
and Don up front, the rule being that they could not talk about anyone behind their backs while he was 
present. If somebody were to make a snide remark, Mick left and went to hang out up in his bunk or in the 


kitchen. 


It was even uneventful before and after the shows, no arguments during the complications of soundchecks for 
the sixth and seventh show. Nobody wanted to start up drama in front of Sean. It was unfortunate enough 
he'd ended up scheduled to come along at what nobody had expected to be the bitter end, and for him to be 


subjected to it when he was still young and innocent. 


Unfortunately, all the tension avoided, it seemed, had built under the surface, and exploded right before the 


show after everyone had gotten dressed and were making final set up adjustments and sound checks. 


Nobody could figure out if it was due to Don being in the way of something that belonged to George, or if 
somebody had let a biting, inward thought accidentally slip out loud, but the very next thing, George yanked his 
guitar up over his head, set it down out of the way, and whirled around to grab Don, throwing a punch in 


Don's side, provoking a labored moan from the singer, and yelling expletives. 
Don firmly grabbed George's shoulders and shoved him back away. 


"| want to know what the hell that was all about!" he shouted, flipping the middle-finger-salute at George. He 


saw red, and felt as if his face was in fire as he panted heavily. 


"You motherf-" George started to lunge forward at Don, having the same deranged appearance which he'd 
taken when he'd choked Don, and when he'd attacked Jeff. His hands were outstretched, fingers in a clawed 


position, tense with muscle flexion. 


"Hey hey hey hey hey hey." There was a chorus of insistent voices throughout the backstage area, from 
almost all the stage crew, Mick, and from Sean, who jumped between George and Don, holding his hands up on 


either side like a referee. 


"Come on, Dad, please don't fight with Don now. You have to get your guitars tuned up and ready; there's less 


than an hour before the show." 


One would have expected this to spread guilt like wildfire over them all and render everyone completely 


speechless with shame. It was heartbreaking, and each roadie in the crew felt their heart sink. 


But instead, it was really like sticking an ice pick at angry animals. Tempers were up beyond the point of shame 


doing anything to stop them. It just fueled them. 


"So then what were you trying to do? When you just came at me now -choke me again? Do to me what you 
essentially wanted to do to me, but you just couldn't wait on and took it out on the first person you saw? Go 
ahead and slam me around -see what happens! Yeah, you're stronger than me and you could probably take me 
right now, but |, unlike Jeff, am not as generous as to decide to keep it quiet from the legal department. Try 
mel" Oh boy, and Don's insufferable dramatics were just driving George along further. George held back 
physically for the sake of respecting his son, but couldn't resist firing back 


"| gladly would if it wouldn't put this show off tonight -oh, wait, Jeff probably could hit those high notes 
better than you will anyway, and especially if you keep up with this shouting.” 


"Guys, come on, that's fair to fight over Jeff-" Mick started, realizing he was being ignored, and cutting off. 
Jeff couldn't help but think it wasn't fair for George's son either, as much as he despised being fought over 


and how much it hurt. For him to have traveled out to spend time with his father on the road and get pulled 
into a pit of tense drama. It was beyond stupid. It was the nastiest, ugliest, most unfortunate situation he 


thought he'd ever been in -worse than the breakup in the 80s. At least some good had come out of that. 
They'd all explored new projects, and he had gotten himself cleaned up from the cocaine which had blinded him 
to a lot of realities. What was there to say about this time? It was pathetic! The anger in the room was 
contagious, and Jeff was starting to get fired up inside. 


Mick tossed back his head and threw his hands up in the air, giving off an exasperated groan which the sound 
of could only be described as a cross between a sick whale and a dying cow. In any other circumstances, it 
would have been hysterically funny. If anything, it did effectively get Don and George's attention this time, 
abruptly stopping their yelling match, which was effectively turning into a swearing and threatening competition 
now. 


"What the fuck is wrong with you two -lord help me, you know what? l'm glad this is the last night at this 
rate, because I've had enough. You two are gonna end up hurting each other, and I'M NOT CLEANING IT UP! 
What in the world is all this less than an hour before a show?! Don, stop jumping into more arguments! And 


George, come on -don't you think you've done-?" 
Jeff whirled around, blazing with an anger that seemed so foreign, coming from him, cutting Mick off. 


"Enough! With the emphasis he put on it, it sounded more like "ee-nuff" One of the stage crew members 
looked like he might laugh as a nervous response, but another looked over at him, subtly shaking his head and 
gesturing with his hands to not do it. 


"Both of you -Don, George -stop it, because l'm getting tired of it! And Mick, you too -stop telling everybody 
how you think the whole thing is stupid as shit and that you can't wait until its over! We already know that - 
we all want it to be over, and it is stupid! Saying it out loud doesn't do anything except stir up tempers! 
Fighting over it and dwelling on it doesn't change it or fix it! We're already breaking up -it would have happened 
no matter what. That was the decision with management; George is leaving. What's the point of fighting when 
he's going to be gone after tonight anyway?!" 


Jeff stopped, breathing heavily, his cheeks flushed bright red and his eyes starting to well up. He was trying 
so hard to keep it together, especially since it was right before a show and he didn't want to run himself down. 
His burst of anger had already disintegrated into disappointment, bitterness, and heartache. 


"I just wanted our last night together to not have any fighting or drama. | wanted it to be calm so that we 
wouldn't have complete turmoil in our last memory of it. So that there would be at least one positive thing to 
be said about it” Jeff moaned, shaking his head, already feeling regretful for having a tantrum of his own 
"Apparently not one of you can appreciate that, but that's fine, because it will be over after this then, won't 
it?" 


He walked out of the backstage lounge through the dressing area and into the bathroom, not wanting to be 
there to see the reactions -as any of them would just rub the situation in his face. Instead of staying to 
witness them and get more worked up, he paced the dimly lit facilities for a couple of minutes, breathing 


slowly and deeply to calm down, every heavy footstep seeming to echo off the hard tile. Once he brought 


himself back down to Earth, he dried his eyes with the aid of a scrap of toilet paper and checked himself in 
the mirror to make sure he didn't have the obvious appearance of somebody who'd just been fighting back 


tears. He didn't. 


Not bad, all things considered, Jeff thought to himself, deciding he was okay. The thrill of the stage awaiting him 
was enough to pull him into the acceptance phase of grief, and would keep him there through the performance 
as it had for the previous seven shows. He just had to keep himself in his own zone from this point on, and 
tune out whatever drama was occurring between his bandmates. Maybe he could still give himself something 
positive to see in it, even if his bandmates couldn't -or at least provide something positive for this audience. 
Jeff tried a weak smile in the mirror. He had to force it -the motion seemed foreign and hurt his cheeks -and 
there was definitely a melancholy look to it. From the stage though, the audience wouldn't know any better. He 
would be okay. 


Not only did Jeff make it out onstage, but this time, unlike the past shows, he did jump lighter on his feet, and 
make an effort to force a smile in the direction of George, who played with his back to the audience and Don, 
facing Mick almost the entire time. This had been relatively standard of right before the big blowup, and 
eventually, George brought himself to be more animated. The audience was more connected tonight, and it felt 


good for the hour long period onstage before Alice and his band took over. 


However, underneath it all, each member of Dokken knew the truth, and it didn't feel anything like what it 
appeared to be. It was sharp and cutting. Jeff was forcing himself and fighting tooth and nail to have one good 
last performance with George regardless of the situation And his energy did pick the band up. But it was no 
celebration. It was a swan song -for George Lynch with Dokken, and for Jeff as George's bandmate and closest 


friend in the band. 
And once offstage, things began falling apart as they were planned to. 


Following the show, the bus detoured on the way back to the hotel to drop Sean off at the airport, and then to 
drop George off at the hotel that was less than a mile away from the airport. George had called and booked a 
room there, and early Tomorrow morning, he was flying back to Arizona He had made arrangements for the 


crew to have his gear shipped home. 


Everyone had returned to the bus in pure silence. It was tense and excruciating. There was only verbal 


exchange between George and his son when they dropped him off at the airport, saying goodbyes. 


There was no verbal goodbye when George was dropped off. Just brief eye contact, none of which was 
endearing or happy. George gulped hard, trying to not focus on how his stomach tied itself up in knots as he 
descended the stairs at the front of the bus. Dragging his suitcase behind him, walking away from the bus, 
trudging toward the hotel entrance, he left the pain between everyone on the bus, but still carried the weight 
of it with him on his shoulders. How he'd get rid of it was beyond him. 


It was the moment after which George got off the bus that things shifted again, only in a different sort of 


way from when the incident occurred. 


At first, there was overwhelming relief that it was over. It was palpable between Mick, Jeff, and Don as they 
sat in the back lounge of the bus. The drama was over, John Norum would hook up with them in a couple of 

days, there wasn't the tension of keeping everyone separated. Everyone could resume normal activity, and the 
only difference would be that George wasn't there. 


And then, seeing George walking away across the parking lot through the slats of the blinds over the window, 
it hit Jeff like a brick that it was actually over, and that everything would be normal except George wasn't 
there. He, along with Don and Mick, had been desperate for this very moment to happen with as hard as it had 
been with George, and yet now it hurt ten times worse, and it was beyond Jeff's comprehension as to why, or 


how to deal with it in that moment. 


Before he could react, all the tears he'd held back when George and Don had the fight and then some started 
to sting at the back of his eyes. Jeff bit his lip and curled his hands into fists so that his knuckles turned 
white and his fingernails dug into his palms. He did not intend to make a spectacle of himself when he felt it 


was all he'd done for almost two weeks. 
Stop it; this is over now. Youre alright. Get over it, Im sick and tired of this. ts time to move on. 


He closed his eyes and squeezed them tightly shut, trying to keep them from welling up more. With a 
trembling sigh, he bit his lip harder, a metallic taste beginning to form in his mouth. 


„No, enough of that. There's no point now. You're going to be okay. He left the bus, he left the band, he's gone- 


Everything snapped, and a loud and plenty audible sob ripped out of Jeff before he could effectively quiet it, 
and that was all it took to break down the floodgates. Bashfully, Jeff turned himself on the couch so that he 
wasn't looking at Mick, knowing how Mick would react to it, and curled back up in the fetal position, rocking back 
and forth as if desperately trying to comfort himself and hold whatever remaining composure he had together 
while hiding himself too. It didn't work though, as his diaphragm spasmed, and he started to take involuntary, 
hiccuping gasps that rendered him breathless. 


Don flinched, looking over so fast that it was a wonder he didn't end up with whiplash. His expression quickly 
twisted from critical to crestfallen. 


Oh-no.. 


Mick shifted uncomfortably in his seat, trying to decide whether to leave the room, to try and do something, 
or just stay put and pretend he didn't see it so that he wouldn't screw up and make it worse like he had the 
first time. 


Between Mick squirming from how awkward things had turned for him, and Jeff falling apart in anguish, Don 
couldn't stand it. He winced, feeling a shudder make its way up his spine -a crawling sort of sensation that 


would drive him out of sanity should he let it happen again. So he figured he'd better take action right away - 


either comfort Jeff, take pity on Mick and get Jeff away from him, or both. Both sounded like a pretty good 
option right about now. 


Standing up, he held his hand up and out as if to halt Mick. "Stay here. Jeff, come with me." He reached his 
hand out to grab Jeff's, gently pulling him up off the sofa and then wrapping his arm around him, holding him 


against his side. "Come on, we're gonna go to the front lounge." 


Jeff's response was no more than another hiccup that he tried to hold back by clinching his teeth and 
swallowing. Miserably, he clung to Don's side and walked with him through the bus. 


Don sat Jeff down at the front lounge table, and took a seat on the other side of it as Jeff face planted on 


the table over his arms. 
‘lm sorry, Jeff." 
No response. 


Don had a feeling this would be coming. Though Jeff had been struggling, he hadn't really had the full blowout 
that he and Mick had feared he might. Of course it wouldn't have happened until George really was gone, 
because that was the the last possible indicator that this might not have been real. He was gone now, and 
everything that had occurred in the past two weeks was without question, real. Devastatingly real. 


Don waited a few minutes to say anything. It didn't seem like there was much point in saying anything when for 
sure, Jeff couldn't talk coherently, or in a way that wouldn't cause him to be more embarrassed later. Instead, 
he quietly whispered the "shh" sound in an attempt to calm him, and lay his hand sympathetically on top of 
Jeff's. Jeff squeezed it tightly. After about five minutes, the spasms lightened up and Jeff lifted up off the 


table, still propping himself up against it on his elbow. 


"Jeff, do you still want to room with Mick tonight?" Don had a feeling that it was going to be a hard night for 
Mick as well as Jeff, and as much as he didn't want to have to deal with this tonight, he knew it would drive 
Mick crazy. 


Jeff shook his head. 

"Alright then, I'll switch it so that you can come to my room. Talk to me; are you okay?" Don internally rolled 
his eyes as he asked this -he always felt like it was self explanatory that somebody in tears probably wasn't 
okay, but he was going more along the lines if Jeff wasn't feeling well again 

Jeff stuck one of his hands out to the side, shrugging his shoulder in the classic undecided posture. 


"Would you rather wait until we get to the hotel?" Don asked. 


Jeff nodded. 


"Anything Mick or | can do until we get there -something to drink, or would you like to lie down?" suggested 
Don, becoming uneasy with Jeff's hiccuping hyperventilation pattern, which had slowed, but was a lot more 
violent and taxing in how it seized him. Don was worried Jeff was going to upset his stomach. He'd seen Jeff do 
it once before, and on the occasion which it had happened, it had been George's department to take care of 
him. But that time hadn't been to this severity. And as a person who tended to cry lightly and briefly in the 
times that he did, Don hadn't really dealt with stuff like this enough to know the tricks -if any -to alleviate it. 


"No," Jeff whimpered between two hiccups. 


"Okay then" Don stayed silent after this, the bus ride turning cold, dark, and depressing again. Not another 
word was spoken until they reached the hotel, got their overnight luggage out, checked in, and were up in their 
rooms. By which point the hiccuping had stopped, leaving Jeff in his silent state of tearfulness he'd 


intermittently been in and out of since coming out of shock. 


Jeff had left his suitcase on the floor by his bed, and had gone to sit on the sofa in the sitting area It felt to 
him, as if all he did lately, was sit on a sofa in the fetal position when he wasn't onstage. He was tired of it by 


this point, but wasn't sure where to go from it either. 


Don unpacked and laid out what he would need in the morning, then went over, finding Jeff. He sat down on the 


sofa, turning to face Jeff, knowing he needed to make something clear as possible. 
"Jeff, | want you to listen to me, okay?" asked Don. 
Jeff looked up and nodded. 


I'm dead serious about this when | say it. | know you're opting to stay with the band right now, which is 
great, and l'm happy for it. But | know you're going through a lot -hell with it, we're all going through a lot 
right now. You said you're going to stick around and see how it goes, and as long as you're happy and you feel 
okay with it, Mick and | are glad to have you here. But if it starts feeling like too much for you, or you feel 
like you can't put this in your past because you're staying, then let Mick and | know, and we'll try to figure 
something out. If there's something we can change to make it better for you, then we'll do it. And if we can't 


and you need to go, then you can go." 


"That's what | told George," Jeff whimpered. "When he was frustrated, and he stayed and it started getting 


worse.” 


"And that's why I'm saying that if you at any point decide that you need to leave, Jeff, | want you to tell Mick 
and | sooner than later. Of course we want you in the band, but if its just going to lead to you becoming more 
miserable or frustrated and make you feel trapped, it's going to make it harder in the end. | know it made 
tensions worse with George last week. And if you end up leaving, we want to do it before then so that it's as 
pain free as possible for you. | don't want you to relive anything remotely similar to this, and neither do | want 


to relive it." 


Don really didn't want Jeff to go through a painful departure should Jeff decide he needed to go do something 
else away from Dokken again. Waiting for tension to come to a head was a sure fire recipe for flashbacks. He 
knew Jeff would hold off as long as possible if he weren't told to say something, because Jeff would avoid 
trying to start the conflict back up, and wouldn't want to hurt anyone's feelings. 


"| don't want to leave right now," said Jeff. "It's all | have right now." It was true -all he had was the tour and 


his bass. George was gone. 

Don got choked up at Jeffs statement, which after all the hard drama and tension was enough to pull his 
heartstrings as far as they'd go without snapping. "And you don't have to, Jeff. You are welcome to stay as 
long as you want to and can. But if your feelings change, and you need to go, you know you can tell us." 


He sighed and looked over at the nightstand clock. 2:30 in the morning. 


"I's been a bad day, and a long one if that" Actually, a long couple of weeks that have been nothing but a 
misery. "| think l'm ready to go to bed. Jeff, what do you think? You too?" 


Jeff nodded, getting up from the sofa and going over to his bed. 


"Is gonna be okay, Jeff. We're going to try and make it okay. You know to come get me if you need anything.’ 
Don made his way to the other bed. 


"I know it's gonna be okay," said Jeff, crawling under the sheets. "It's over now. I'm done with it. I'm moving on. 
"Goodnight, Jeff" Don switched the lamp off. 


Jeff relaxed himself, letting the residual tears in his eyes fall, and slowly settling down until there were no 
more, and this time, he drifted off to sleep peacefully without worry. 


This time he didn't cry again over George. It was now officially in the past. He'd spent two weeks grieving, and 


now it was time to heal. 


And in Darkness, There Was a Torch 


Author's Notes: 

Band history parallels. A lot of parallel symbolism between two very related bands here -and all the feels that 
brought up.. (It's been a really emotional chapter). | did try to at least work in some humor with the situation, 
because what can | say? Almost everyone will know a person in their lives who cannot for the life of them be 
quiet on the phone. Gave me an excuse to create an awkward moment for George to symbolize his guilt and 
self consciousness from his situation. Everybody seems to know something happened -even outside of his own 
band. But then he's also not alone in being between a rock and a hard place -which is good in that he doesn't 
feel alone in it, but bad in that he has to see that parallel. And yes, that is his real, non-fictional nickname. | 
kind of took the pun and ran with it, but its a good symbol to take advantage of too for the purpose of this 
chapter. [That stuttering drove me crazy trying to write it! *groans*] 


Two days and two nights had passed since the night of that final gig. Now it was the morning of the third day, 
but there was a storm outside and it was no lighter than the dark of the night. No different from the storm 
that had raged within Dokken the past two weeks, and the one that was still churning inside him -his own inner 


turmoil. 
George was scared out of his wits -at his own self. 


He had sat up the whole night in the airport hotel in Spokane, awake with his thoughts. The Dramamine he'd 
loaded himself up with before the gig wore off, and picturing how upset Jeff became when he got into it with 
Don was enough to send him into the hotel bathroom, keeled over on his knees and hugging the toilet bowl 
again. He hadn't ever remembered getting this sick when he would get blackout drunk in the 80s, and if it 
weren't for the given fact he knew it was just a function of stress and shame, he'd have been frightened that 


he was ill with some crazed disease. 


George made his flight back to Arizona early the next morning. However, he felt so screwed up that instead of 
going home, he checked himself into the hotel just outside of the airport campus there. He just needed to be 
alone. He wasn't sure how long, but he didn't want anyone around him. 


He'd closed all the shades and left the lights off -essentially, the hotel room was a pit of darkness. And he'd 
gone to sleep the moment he arrived, slept through the whole first day and the whole first night. He forced 
himself up the second day to take a shower and to eat something that he felt blessed to not throw up later. 
And then he went back to sleep again. 


Today, George woke up knowing he had to get out of here whether he wanted to or not. He felt safe in this 
room, but he knew it would inevitably drive him into insanity sooner or later. He was in this dark pit -this hole 
of darkness -and now that he'd rested himself up after the emotional exhaustion he'd dealt with, all he was 
doing here was digging himself deeper into it. 


Youre digging a hole, George, thats a no-no. Youre almost in over your head, so you'd better stop digging.. 


The problem was, George didn't even know where to go from here. He needed help -he knew that for certain. 
He didn't know who to get it from. He had to get out of here to get help, but he couldn't bring himself to get 
out of here without help. A Catch-22 situation He was going to have to force himself to call somebody to give 
him that push to leave this hotel, move on, and figure out how to rebuild. But he had to push himself even 
harder just to make that call 


He couldn't even bring himself to call his son to come get him and take him home, or go off in search of any 
other place to go than the airport hotel here in Arizona, let alone call a cab to take him home. He was too 


afraid he'd hurt somebody else. Or that nobody would trust him enough to help him. 


Nobody within Dokken would help him at this point, nor could they really, being two hours by plane away, and 


still having shows to perform as soon as John Norum arrived. 


The last thing he felt he could stomach would be to call his ex-wife for help getting home. Things had been 
complicated enough then, he definitely didn't trust himself to not get into arguments now, and Sean had already 
had to play mediator between him and Don. Setting Sean up for the possibility of having to play mediator 
between both parents would be just about the worst thing George felt he could do right now. 


He wasn't ready to start talking with his bandmates from Lynch Mob. Reestablishing communication with them 
was a sure fire way to push him into discussing another album or project with them right off the bat. 
Starting things up when he was unstable was another possibility that ranked as one of the last things George 
needed to do. 


He didn't have any mentors from the past still around who he could easily reach, and his closest friend within 


the band that he considered a lover was probably never going to want anything to do with him again. 


The only two people who came to mind was a former bandmate from a long time ago, and also friend and 
fellow guitarist in the same band with him whom he'd once taught guitar technique to. Though George and the 
latter of the two didn't often spend as much time together nowadays, they did still frequently see each other. 
George had always seen him like a little brother, and he'd been inspired by George and looked up to him like a 
big brother. 


Hesitant and unsure if it was the right thing to do or not, but also not knowing any other options, George 
reached out for the nightstand and picked up the phone. At this point he had to call somebody, whether they 
could give him viable advice or not. If he didn't hear another person's voice to break the silence of this hotel 
room, he would go berserk right now. George dialed the number he'd memorized since their last conversation in 


person. Maybe it still worked, or maybe it didn't. 


The phone rang a few times, and then that higher pitched, pretentious but oh-so-familiar sounding voice came 


through on the other end. 


"Hello? This is the tour bus for R-" 

"Juan?" George asked. Juan Croucier, of course. 

There was a pause for a moment. 

‘Is that George Lynch l'm hearing on the other end?" asked Juan 

"Yes, it is. Juan, I-" 

"Are you calling because you've landed yourself in a shitload of trouble, George?" 
"How did you know?!" demanded George, sounding horrified. 


Juan's voice held an audible smirk. "Well, to be fair, | didn’t. But a couple of weeks ago, Stephen was on the 
phone with Don, and it sounded like Don was on a rant based on how he was responding. Take it from me, when 
Stephen is drunk, high, and on the phone in a tensely strung conversation, he does not know how to be quiet or 
discreet! l'm not joking; it's a wonder lm not deaf from that more than it is that I'm not from being onstage. 
You think your singer drives you crazy -try mine; he's especially been a douche lately. But | digress. What he 
was saying back to Don tells me that something not so good was happening on your end. And for you to call us 
up a couple weeks later, and you sound like you've had the fright of your life -it's not hard to figure out that 
something's up," said Juan, rationalizing his thoughts. "I'm just putting two and two together. Judging by your 
reaction, it seems | put it together right." 


"You did," George groaned, wondering what it was about singers being obnoxious, but hardly being able to follow 


that thought given where he was. "And | don't know what to do with myself, but I'm so fucked up -I can't-" 


"Hold on a minute," said Juan. "I know you called me because you remembered my line on here. But I'm not the 
one you're looking for. | could give you my word on whatever you've gotten stuck in, but there's someone else 


you'd rather hear it from. | have you figured out better than that." 


George stayed silent, knowing his lack of an answer was enough for Juan. He also had to wonder what it was 


about bassists who could see right through everything. 


"Stay connected -l'll go get him," Juan ordered. George could heat the phone make contact with the table as 
Juan set the phone down to go off and get who George was looking for. Warren DeMartini. 


The line was silent for a while. George couldn't help but feel a little nervous waiting. It hadn't been a year - 
they saw each other pretty often, as it wasn't uncommon for Dokken to cross paths with Ratt, but a lot had 


changed for George since then He wasn't sure how he'd be greeted. 


"George? Is that you?" That timid, soft spoken voice that broke almost every stereotype about Italians being 


loud. Then again, Warren usually preferred to channel his loud side out through his guitar instead. 


What a question.. | don't even know if this is me or not, because | most definitely haven't been feeling lke myself 
lately, 


"Yeah, Warren, it is me. Been a while, | guess," said George, feeling himself becoming unusually bashful as well, 


in fear he'd say something regrettable if he didn't watch his every word. 
"What's going on, George?" asked Warren. "You sound uneasy, like something's bothering you." 


"Well, | do, but it's a long story, so tell me real quick, how have you been, Torch?" asked George, using the 
affectionate nickname that Robbin Crosby had called Warren by in the early days which George had picked up 


on, and also often referred to Warren with back then. 


"That's a bit iffy, we -actually it depends on where you're going with that. Personally, I'm alright, but, you 
know this band and how it is sometimes, and we've got some stuff on top of all that right now. I'm just trying 
to- -l like to stay away from it as much as possible -l'm generally content when l'm not dwelling on what's 


less than ideal." 

George noted how Warren stuttered a bit on that one, which was a sign he was stressed out about something. 
He wondered what that was all about, but he wasn't going to ask Warren unless he brought it up or mentioned 
it, knowing it would unnerve him. 

"Well, things are pretty iffy with Dokken right now too." 


"What about this time?" 


"A number of things, to be honest. That, and | just left the band," said George matter of factly, putting it out 


in the open 
"Wait, you guys disbanded again? When? For what?" Warren asked incredulously. 


"Well, technically not disbanded. | left -played my last show a couple of nights ago, but Mick, Jeff, and Don are 
still together, and John Norum is filling my spot. Tension, drama -| wanted to leave, | probably should have left 
sooner, and | waited until | was getting driven crazy by it, and just last week, | made a fucking enormous mess 


of things." 
There was a pause. 
"Uh, | guess I'm gonna take it that whatever this -what happened -it didn't have to do entirely with Don, 


Because if you're saying that you're the one who fucked up, you know-" Warren went back to his drawn out 
stutter, trying to make sense of what George said. 


"Well, it started out between Don and |. We had a fight in front of management discussing my exit. But good 
grief, Warren, | don't know what got into me -| guess | was fuming and not thinking -but | went back to the 
bus, started throwing things and having essentially a stupid temper tantrum, and Jeff was there. You know 


how he is, he tried to stop me and calm me down, and something just came over me and | attacked him." 
Another pause. 


"Did you h- „uh, you didn't hurt him, did you?" asked Warren cautiously. George could tell he was tiptoeing 
around him with his word pattern, trying not to sound accusatory and upset him. Probably not a bad thing - 
George was afraid of being set off by the smallest trigger. 


"Oh, | did. | saw red and grabbed him and slammed him against the wall before | had an idea of what | was 
doing -| was railing on about how angry | was with Don and Mick. And he had bruises around his arms, all over 
his sides, and Mick said the hospital staff never could figure out whether he had a concussion or not for 
sure," said George, going into a ramble. "And I'm furious with myself for what | did afterwards too -it was 
stupid. Because not only did he go into a panic like he usually does -Warren, | swear when | snapped out of it 
and let go of him, it was as if every bit of life went out of him -but | freaked out and left him there alone 
for hours until Mick and Don found him. By which point he was deep in shock, and they had to take him to the 


emergency room to get his blood pressure up and his heart rate down to normal." 
"George," whispered Warren, sounding in near disbelief. 

"I don't know why | did it, or-" 

"No, wait. Seriously, are you okay? Is he okay -are both of you two okay? | mean, how-?" 


George cut Warren off. There was something about his nervous ramble and stutter pattern that was 
especially painful to listen to right now. Maybe because it was the perfect exterior reflection of all the 


confusion and craziness inside George that was making his head spin lately. 


"| don't know. No. He's terrified of me -l injured him and broke his heart, Warren. When | came back to the bus 
he wouldn't even look at me, let alone talk to me. And Mick said something to me about talking with Don and 
him about it, Jeff was there when it happened, and about five minutes later | heard him crying in his bunk - 
and if that wasn't enough to make me sick. He healed up physically, and he seems to have made it clear that 


he's done with me. | at least think he's going to be okay there; | hope. But | don't know if he's okay now." 
"You sound pretty roughed up about now, George. Are you okay?" 


"I wish | could say | was, but I'd be in denial. Where to even begin -I feel so guilty that I'm sick to my stomach 
if l'm not loaded up on something to control the nausea. It hurts -it hurt seeing him in so much pain and 
seeing him so frightened And yet | can't control it, and | still lashed out at Don In front of Jeff when he was 
already nervous, and it upset him more with me. And l'm even angrier at myself. | don't know what's gotten 


into me, Torch..." 


"George. Listen to me. Please," Warren cut in, his voice changing from his usual soft-spoken and quiet state to 
forceful and desperate. It was in the same manor of which Jeff had spoken in on the bus, trying to get George 
to calm down right before he snapped and carried out his unforgivable deed, just with a different sound 
Despite that difference, George couldn't bring himself to ignore it, the result of doing so still taunting him. He 
gulped. 


"| am listening.” 


"George. When you get off the phone with me, pick it back up and call home, and then go home, call for a ride 
home, find a way -you know what | mean-?" Warren paused a second, and George could practically picture him 
shaking his head trying to get himself coherent. "-Go home. Just go home; put your feet up -you know, relax 
and get your thoughts in order before all this hoopla drives you insane -if it hasn't already. Get in some place 
quiet -some place that's calm where you have family in reach -have them in reach to help you. Figure out 
where you are and what led up -or how you got to it, and whatever it is that has you on this spiral, get rid 
of if. Before it crashes you. | don't know what it is -whether its one big thing or a bunch of little things -l 
can't tell you. You have fo go home and sort it out” 


| can't go home like this-" 


"No! Don't even start that crap; you can!" Warren shouted abruptly, allowing a rare appearance of the loud, 
stubborn Italian pent up inside him. He stopped as soon as his words were out, George noted he was probably 
embarrassed that his bandmates might have heard him. 


"You can, George. If you're out of the band, you have the option to go home. You can see -you're willing to at 
least see that something's wrong. And | don't care how screwed up you think you are, you know -because 
damn it, you're at least still here -you're with us -and connected to reality. Why the fuck are you not doing 
something about it when there's nothing stopping you and you can?" 


George listened carefully as Warren's voice dropped to just above a whisper -even quieter than before, and 
there was some weird strain to it. He flinched, realizing suddenly to his confusion that Warren was starting to 


cry, and fighting with all his power to keep it at bay. 


Warren DeMartini could be timid and insecure about a lot of things, but he could hold his own and get by with 
his stereotypical Italian stubborn, strong will hidden underneath his quiet exterior. George knew quite well that 


it wasn't easy to draw tears from Warren when others could potentially detect it. 


The only time he knew Warren to break down was when he'd either lost something important to him, or 


strongly feared that he would. 


"Why the fuck are you crying?" asked George to counteract Warren's question, not knowing how else to 
respond. He was also about to get seriously upset with himself if he'd been the cause of it after all the times 
in the past two weeks that Jeff wound up in tears because of him. 


‘Ive lost a brother figure to this kind of stuff, George; it's happening night now, and you don't need to go down 
that same path. Hell with it -I dont want you going down that path -or any similar one. It is so damned hard to 
sit here wanting to do something about it and not having the power to. Knowing he's still here, but that he's 
already miles away and | have the rest of the band against me -it's rough, George. Damn it; it sucks." 


"Who?" George demanded. "Robbin?" 


Warren snorted, though it was more of a snuffle, trying to pull himself together. At least George thought he 


was trying to make it sound like a snort, especially given his response. 


"Who else did you think?" he asked sarcastically. George figured Warren was turning around on the sarcastic 


question he'd had shot at him a second ago. Well, he could have expected that -now they were even. 
"| don't know, Warren. Like | said, I'm fucked up right now." 

"Give me a chance to explain what | mean -and where l'm going with this," requested Warren, "Please." 
George waited expectantly. 


"You've already heard the story of how he got sick, George -as if that weren't bad enough, and how much 
worse his drug problem got toward the end of the BOs.. It kind of got away from us -l guess it got away 
from you all too, but it." Warren broke off and heaved a hard sigh. "Robbin was always good at hiding it, you 
know -all cheerful, he didn't do anything beyond the standard cocaine and alcohol around us, and meanwhile 
Juan would be in a tussle with Stephen to get him to follow the itinerary when he was drugged up. So we didn't 
notice until he was way in over his head, screwing up onstage, and by that point he was already sick. | guess 
this whole thing didn't really seem significant to you either until whatever it was that happened; | don't know 
what happened, but it seems like it. 


"So that was how he got -well, he ended up out of the band. Because you know how -we went on hiatus, not 
long after you all did, actually. Because he got sicker while we were apart -you know the progression of it all. 
He can still play -technique's still there, the style, you know -but he can't get his fingers around those fast 
phrases, and he wasn't going to be able to keep up onstage. Stephen said it first that Robbin didn't have the 
strength to tour, and then Blotz got wound up and started trash talking them both over the drugs and saying 
that Stephen should have been the one to get sick -that we'd all be a lot better off. And, uh... well, you can 
guess that Stephen went through the ceiling, Juan had to pull Stephen and Blotz off of each other while 
they're.. -you can imagine the cussing, the insults, the finger pointing, and every reason in the book why 
Robbin couldn't be there -it just wasn't pretty. And Robbin couldn't stand it -he went out of the room and -l 


don't know how much later -but | found him shooting up in the restroom." 


George bit his lip. This stuff wasn't necessarily what he'd experienced, but a lot of it sounded very, very 


familiar. Painfully familiar in a lot of ways. And from an outsider's perspective, it seemed even uglier somehow. 


"But that's where | don't have the power, George -you know, onstage it looks like | have the power. | don’t. 
Conflict -l'll have a heart attack the day | ever learn how to deal with it. | don't like getting in the fight. Robbin 
wouldn't want me to fight over him too. He already feels betrayed by me because everyone with management 
was having me do more and more before we broke up -you know, they saw it before we did -we were all high 
and drunk out of our senses. | do what I'm told to avoid arguments, you know. It still hurts for Robbin because 
he doesn't understand it. And Juan is fed up and tired of it -it's not hard to see why. But he's already 
mediating two who are dead set on a: Robbin can't play, and b: we need a replacement, so let's argue -basically 
throw a fit over who we should get. And if | so much as try to slide myself in and say ‘hey, maybe Robbin 
can play with us. We could get a sixth member -a third guitarist -to help him out with the parts of his lines 
that he can't get around -and it's an automatic shout of ‘no! because it's another thing to argue over that 


Juan has to deal with. | mean, | get it -I wish | knew how to assert myself better, but | can't-.. 


George heard Warren break off and pause again, as if he was lost at words to describe the situation any 


further. He gave up. 


‘Christ, George -l don't know how else to say it. I've had two big brother figures in this rock industry. You, and 
Robbin. l'm already losing Robbin. Even if | were to quit the band and be with him, he's still sliding down into 
that hole and slipping away more with each minute, and I'm going to lose him for sure. He's sick. The doctors 
say it could be over five years, but he's terminal. | don't like saying it, because it's hard to say and even 
harder to hear, but sooner or later, Robbin is going to die. It's hard enough losing him, George. Please -dont 


make me lose you at the same time." 


George sighed. Damn it, things really were falling apart everywhere. It broke his heart further to know his 
little brother figure had managed to get himself stuck in a different sort of mess with the same 
heartbreaking implication -they really were two of a kind it seemed. 


"Well, even if you can't have it so he's in the band, why don't you go see Robbin more often if you want to? | 


know he'd want to see you." 


"And that's.. its tricky there, George. Because he does, you know -I know he does. And I'd like to see him too - 
not every day; often. But for one, | can't always. The band is -well, right now at least, the band is on the road. 
Even if we weren't, | don't think | could handle it, to see him regularly, you know? Its extremely hard seeing 
that stuff -seeing him get sicker. I'd rather only visit him on holidays -have it be.. you know, just an upbeat, 
simple thing where we'd have plenty to say from since the last time. If | were to go there everyday -even 
once a week -l'd end up sitting there being depressed, and subconsciously pitying him. And Robbin -you know 
Robbin -he can't stand that kind of stuff; he wants everyone to be happy. What can | say, George -it's a no 
win situation, you know -I've already crossed that line here. If | go see him regularly, I'm gonna regret it in the 
end and wish I'd done it different, but I'm probably going to regret this too. I'm not going to know until it 
happens." Warren gulped audibly, in a way that sounded painful. "And | wish | could say that was a matter of 
‘if and not ‘when’ too." 


George shook his head. "Torch, so help me, if you start crying again-" 


‘lm okay -l'm okay, trust me; I'm not going t- well, I'm trying not to. Didn't expect to the first time; I'm on the 
bus.. Sorry. You get my drift” Warren trailed off, having gone into his nervous pause and stutter pattern 
again, this time more indicative that he was embarrassed and things had turned awkward. George groaned 


inwardly, realizing he'd probably hurt Warren's feelings and pushed him closer to it. 


"Never mind, Warren, | shouldn't have asked you that way about Robbin -that was hypocritical. | could have 
forced myself to go back on that bus and help Jeff, and | didn't. | was afraid I'd scare him more and | ran 
away. It might have made it better to go back on -he might have responded better." 


"You can't do anything to find out, and neither can |," said Warren, reiterating himself and trying to get off the 
topic of who hurt who, and who did wrong, trying to avoid conflict as typical of him. His voice level was rising 
again "You can regret it and wish you'd done something else, but for pity's sake, stop beating yourself up for 
it, because Jeff wouldn't want it -1 know how he is!" 


Yikes, that hurt, George thought inwardly. Not so much the volume that Warren got up too -which was quite 
significant, but the statement about Jeff was what hurt. He also had to wonder if he'd been the one to rile 
Warren up or if his bandmates had already done it earlier. That Italian spitfire in him seemed extra jumpy 


Today. 
"George? You still there? Sorry, | got carried away again" 
"Yeah, Warren, l'm here. It's okay." 


"George, you have to get yourself fixed up. Think about -you know, what would Jeff want if he weren't 


separated from you now?" 


"I am thinking in terms of that. Thats what | don't understand about your approach, though, Warren. You won't 
do what Robbin wants -and | know you're doing it to protect him from something inevitable that he doesn't 
want -but then you say | should do all this stuff that Jeff would want which could have negative effects. It 
already has produced negative effects, actually -and l'm supposed to do that and try to aim to get him back 
when he doesn't even want me around. | don't get it" 


"But Jeff is more to you than a brother, George,’ Warren spoke, his voice dropping back to its low, timid, soft 
spoken state. "I know it" 


And George knew that despite him not actually saying what he meant, Warren did know full well. He didn't want 
to say it, because saying it explicitly would be torture to George, and might have caused him to become angry 
or defensive. That was typical of him to avoid conflict. How Warren knew, George was unsure, but he was 
confident that Warren could have figured it out. He was the shy and quiet one in Ratt who offstage stood in 
the background and watched. He watched his bandmates, and he watched the members of other bands that he 


was around -and his observations probably told him a lot. 


"He is," George conceded. 


"And even if you can't fix things with Jeff -and l'm not saying you can't. | hope you can. But you have to get 
yourself sorted out for him. Its the only way you can begin to make it right for him. If you go on separated 
and act like it didn't happen, that's unfair to him, not to mention that you're driving yourself crazy. You can't 
go on this way -it doesn't take much to see that," said Warren urgently. "George, I've said this in regard to 
playing guitar, but it has a different meaning in life, and it applies here: You have fo make mistakes to know 
where they are. You can find where you went wrong when you get home and settle it out. And don't let it 
happen again. Then start things back up with Lynch Mob, or you know -any other projects you've got -to get 
back to normal. But wait until you're feeling better first" 


"I know how it is. | just don't know what's the matter with me," said George defeatedly. "| can't trust myself to 
do anything right or go somewhere without hurting somebody, and I'm fed up with myself over it, and-" 


"George, do you need me to come get you, or send somebody to get you and take you home?" asked Warren, 


panic creeping into his voice with a subtle tremble. Now he legitimately sounded scared. 


"Oh, no!" exclaimed George, sounding equally as frightened as he realized how his last statement came out, 
which definitely wasn't how he meant it to sound. "No -l'm going to call for a ride home as soon as I'm done 
here. I'll figure out something. Don't go out of your way, Warren. | don't know how I'm going to do it, but God 
damn it, I'm going to try." And what Im really saying is ‘don't put yourself in the way of me when Im lke this’ 
Warren, because Ive already hurt Jeff. | cant bear it the way it is, and if | hurt you too.. 


He snapped out of his thoughts as Warren spoke again, now dropping down to a tense whisper. 


"Okay then, George. I'm going to hang up now. | don't know why, but the guys have started shouting about 
something, and we're gonna.. Well, | at least -l think we're setting up to have trouble here. Its just as well - 
you need to get going sooner than later. I'm hanging up; please make that call home. If you have trouble 
reaching home, call me back in an hour -| don't know how exactly, but I'll help you get there. I'll come up with 


a way to get there, or find someone who can 


"| am. | promise." George could hear three voices shouting in the background now -two howling like wet cats, 
the words indistinguishable, and Juan quite clearly with his higher voice shouting a big loud "Hey!" trying to 
break it up. It occurred to George he'd been seeing the exact same thing for several weeks -just for different 
reasons, and he'd been one of the two running amuck while Mick had been forced to break it up, and Jeff had 
tried to sit clear of it in Warren's place, made to feel helpless with all the conflict around him. Another thing 
that George currently felt like kicking himself for. 


"Bye, George. Please get better.. and good luck" The line went dead. 
"Bye, Torch," George whispered to the silence that had returned, his fear getting stronger with it. But he'd 


promised he'd call home, and he couldn't back off of it now. He'd made it his intention to commit himself to 


doing it so that he couldn't shy away from it. 


Breathing deeply, George set the phone down on the hook to stop the dial tone. Then, before he could think 
twice, he dialed home. 


The phone rang one. Twice. Three times.. 

Oh, please pick up, because | dont think Hl be able to push myself to dal again.. 

"Hello?" Sean's voice. George could have burst into tears. He forced it back instead. 

"Sean?" 

"Dad, where have you been?" 

"lm coming home. l'm at the airport hotel -was sorting some things out, and | still have a lot of things to sort 
out," George explained, trying to keep a steady and calm voice that wouldn't betray just how nervous he was. 
His knuckles were practically white with how hard he was gripping the phone." 

"Do you need me to come get you?" 

George swallowed hard. Part of him wanted desperately to call for a cab, not sure how he'd do in the car, and 
fearful of everything. But he had to go home and face his family at some point, and maybe starting off with 
just one person on the car ride home would ease him into it. Sean was understanding of him anyway and knew 
what was going on -so he wouldn't be hard on him. It would be more familiar too. Which might eventually have 
made his fear back off. 

"| was going to call for a cab, but." George trailed off, before speaking again, his voice grateful. "Please." 


"Okay, I'm coming. Just hang tight.” 


George nodded, closing his eyes and waiting for Sean's arrival. He was going home. Now he just had to figure 


out how in the world was he going to sort himself out. 


Erase the Slate 


Author's Notes: 

Last chapter featured parallelism with one related band through their guitarist, now we have anti-parallelism 
with another related band with another guitarist. Its just the right era for it -there's no reason why | 
wouldn't find a way to bring him into this too (not for the sake of driving him crazy or causing him pain, | 
promise | was a lot nicer to him!) Anyhow, note the plot twist. Are things maybe starting to turn around now? 


We'll have to find out and see what Jeff manages to think, and if George manages to recover. 


The year was 1999, and almost two years had passed since the painful breakup of Dokken 


It had taken a while, but over the two months following George's departure, Jeff built his strength and 
confidence back up, placing the incident with George behind him, and taking a new, positive outlook on what lay 
ahead for Dokken It was hard at first, but Jeff started out with a plan to take it day by day, determined to 
follow it, and gradually the steps became bigger as improvement progressed and he felt stronger. As he felt 
stronger, everything felt more and more positive again He also tried to consider every new positive aspect 


within the band since George had left. 


One instance was that Jeffs friendship between Mick and Don got a lot closer. Without the constant arguing 
between Don and George, Mick was present alternative to hiding out most of the time. His wild sense of humor 
was in action a lot more often as the result of it, and overall, it made life on the road enjoyable. And without 
being trapped between Don and George and having to hold to his close friendship with George, Jeff found he 
had a lot more times with Don which were nicer. Conversations were interesting and mutually positive, and 


productivity in writing together was probably at it's peak 


And with the writing of more parts between Jeff and Don came the discussion of a new album less than half a 
year after George's exit. 


In addition to talks of a new album, the end of the tour in 1998 marked John Norum's departure for obligations 
he had. Which then led to the addition of another new guitarist. Reb Beach. 


To say the least, Reb definitely came from a very different style of playing than George had, as well as Don. In 
some respects, this did make writing and recording an interesting endeavor. Reb had some frustration adjusting 
his style, and Don had to slacken his stubbornness and also adjust his style to a point to accommodate Reb's 
uniqueness. That was where Jeff had come in, helping in the process and figuring out where compromises in 
each of the parts could be made so that it worked for everyone. Despite how complicated it was, Don, Reb, and 
Jeff all found it to be very satisfying in the end that they had managed to come together to make it work. 
Especially for Jeff -it was different and positive from the past, and just another step in which he took in 
healing his heart. 


Jeff also could officially now list Reb Beach, along with Wild Mick Brown as one of the funniest people he had 
ever met in his life. Reb was a stitch! With as sore as Jeffs sides got some days in the recording studio from 
laughter, he had to wonder how Kip Winger had been able to take it over the years. 


As he and Reb were spending a late night in the studio making final edits and mixes to the tracks -Jeff was 
into producing now, and was doing so for this album, which they had all agreed to call "Erase the Slate", Jeff 
inquired this issue of Reb. 

"You're asking me? l'm just as clueless as you are! Man, you'd have to ask him, because | dunno -he must 
either have ribs of steel; either that or I've come within inches of killing him over the years without knowing - 
and..." 

"What?!" asked Jeff incredulously as Reb's words dissolved into laughter so that they were indistinguishable. 
Jeff started to laugh too and nearly choked on his coffee, reaching over and snatching a tissue from a box as 
he had a small amount of the caffeinated beverage come out of his nose, preventing a mess as the last 


possible second. Which just got Reb going more. 


"Oh, great going, now were in trouble here! How the hell are we gonna get out of this one?!" gasped Reb, who 
then continued to laugh as Jeff responded. 


"My goodness -l'm not sure," giggled Jeff, calming down. "Ugh, my nose ‘got excited’ -that hurt too!" He cleared 
his throat. "Alright, we're almost done here. Now this.. This has to be put here, and then this goes here." 


Reb's laughter subsided as he watched Jeff go through the delicate process of finalizing the mixes they'd all 
agreed on for production. He sat for about ten minutes in silence, waiting for Jeff to finish up mixing the last 


one, not wanting to distract him and extend the process. 


"And there we have it. We've officially ‘erased the slate’ here!" Jeff exclaimed, making the final touch on the 
final track, and flopping back in his chair, clapping his hands together excitedly. 


"Alright!" After a long process, Reb was happy to see a final product too. 
"Now that wasn't but so painful, right?" asked Jeff, poking fun at Reb's remarks earlier. 


"Eh, we've still been up all night," noted Reb, standing up. "But it did go well -it's not that bad. Goodness though. 


| gotta say, it makes me miss doing it with Kip and my bandmates, you know?" 
"Homesick for your own band?" asked Jeff as they walked through to the studio lounge. 
"That's a good way of putting it, | guess. Complicated to describe," said Reb, sinking down on a sofa 


"You wanna talk about it?" asked Jeff, sitting down as well. 


“Sure, | guess. Man, we have a lot of stories -where do | begin?" 


"Any place you'd like. You don't have to tell it all tonight. Who knows, maybe it'll help with the homesickness -or 
would you call it ‘band-sickness? -| don't know." Jeff trailed off and sat back. A simple conversation after all 


kinds of technical talk probably wasn't a bad way for either of them to wind down from the long night 
Reb's brow furrowed and he placed his finger on his chin for a second, tilting his head sideways in thought 
"Actually, if you don't mind, can | ask you a question, Jeff?" 

Jeff looked over, intrigued. "Sure, fire away," he responded 


"What is it about Dokken? | mean, before | get going here, don't get me wrong -l have nothing against any of 
you guys or the band. The music is great and all. Not exactly my style, as we've seen in the writing process, 
but its great. However, | can't understand it. You guys, despite not being as successful as some bands, were 
extremely successful in the 80s once Tooth and Nail came through. You all had everything going for you, you 
got to play with the big bands, and yet you guys had all these conflicts and all this drama. Why, Jeff?" Reb 
looked up expectantly. 


"You know," said Jeff, looking up at the ceiling and pondering the question. "That is a good question, though it 

depends on which aspect you're going for with that. | don't know -we always struggled to get it together from 
the get go, and there was a problem with drugs. I'll admit to being part of the problem with the drugs -1 was 
probably the worst with them, and | didn't understand a lot of stuff that happened in the 80s until after | got 


cleaned up." 


"Well, that's probably part of it, but | don't really think. He's what | mean Jeff, if I'm explaining this in a way 


that's clear. You know how it was with Winger-" 
"People were mean. And that was not cool," Jeff cut in. 


‘Oh, it wasn't cool. It pissed me off, or it still does piss me off. It probably pisses me off way more than it 
ever did Kip, and | don't understand it, because he's the one with the name, and he's the one who gets it all 
aimed to him. And | get it that when it happens with Dokken, it gets aimed at Don too. But Kip never did 
anything that | can figure out to bring it on himself. He doesn't call attention to himself the way Don does, and 
he hardly ever got into heated arguments with anybody. And there was all this extra, outside tension added, 
yet we never had a problem getting along, or with fighting between the four of us. What's the deal with 


everything always ending in an argument with Dokken?" 


"I wish | knew, Reb," said Jeff. "| wish we all knew, and that there was some way we could have turned it 
around. | don't get it either -Don and George just never got along. You ask Juan Croucier, and he'll tell you that 
it started up before | was here. They could come up with some great music between each other -| mean, 
some of the best musical chemistry. But personality wise, they just didn't click Don has this tendency to like 


to debate things, as you've seen. Its not always a bad thing, because sometimes it can make you think of a 


situation from more than one perspective, but then sometimes it can block out other perspectives. And George 
had a tendency to thrive and get the most energy when there was chaos. He loved to argue the contrary, 


sometimes just to get a reaction out of Don, and Don, as you know, doesn't let it go very easily." 


"And so how did it continue like that? | mean, if two of us ever had a conflict, there would be someone else 


who would help us sort it out," said Reb. 


"That was another problem -a lot of it was avoiding it and not wanting to deal with it. In the 80s, Mick avoided 
Don and George. He wouldn't get involved, and he would isolate himself to the back of the bus and get high to 
the point at which he hardly had a clue of what was going on with the rest of us. And George and | would do 
coke with him -Don didn't. | was really close friends with George, so between my drugged up state and being 
closer to George, its not hard to imagine how | ended up siding with George and siding against Don. And | 
blamed a lot of it all on him being stubborn and dramatic and all. When we came back together in the 0s and | 
was clean, obviously | saw it a lot different, and | realize that wasn't entirely the case. We all had our part. 
And we tried to be more proactive about actually sorting issues out, but | think by that point there was 


already a lot of damage done between us, and George and Don had those grudges running deep." 


Reb shrugged. "Well, that might be one part. | don't think any of us ever held a grudge between each other. We 
try not to, though | still hold a grudge at all the people and figures who pulled us down out there. It's beyond 
me how Kip brushes it off and acts like it's no big deal -as if he doesn't even care what they think. Well, 


actually, he cares, but he says it's a waste of time worrying about it, because it won't change it" 


"And it doesn't change it," agreed Jeff. "If anything, | think it makes it worse, because it puts you in a negative 
mindset, and | try not to hold a grudge either for that reason 


"But if you don't like holding grudges, then how come you don't ever contact George anymore when not only did 
both of you have that incredible musical chemistry together, but you two were undeniably close to each 


other? | mean, you don't have to, it's not my business, but | don't get it either." 


Awkward silence hung as soon as Reb's question was made out, and both realized it as soon as it was out. Reb 


shifted uncomfortably and Jeff bit his lip. 


| really don't know what to make of the current situation between myself and George right now, Reb. | -I put 
it in my past. I'll admit it, | miss him. | miss having him around. But | feel like | don't know him anymore. 
Something was up with him for a long time before he attacked me, and | don't really know when it started, 
because | didn't want to believe it or see it. But he's not the same person, Reb. It -not only did it break my 
heart, but it completely blew my mind what he was becoming. | feel like | can't forgive him," admitted Jeff. 


"So you technically are holding a grudge -if a justified one. If George stopped being all aggressive and started 
acting the way he did before it started, would you forgive him?" asked Reb 


Its hard to say, Reb, from my current perspective. If he were to prove it that he got better, and we were 
to come into contact again, maybe. | honestly don't know. Maybe we'd get back together, or I'd at least forgive 


him. But he has to go back to who he was before as you said. Because | don't want that George he became -l 
want the George | knew." Jeff swallowed. It was hard looking back. He generally hadn't looked back, as it was 
easy to keep going. Now here came all the mixed feelings over what had happened. 


"Well, you know, | still keep in contact with Kip. We were pretty frustrated right around the breakup time. 
Neither of us were really mad at each other -we were just frustrated at the situation, and we felt that 
maybe some time apart without communication would do us good. And so we did, and it probably was good - 
gave us a chance to clear ourselves out of all the insults that had been slung at us. But we both missed 
talking to each other, and it was Kip who called me first -just to ask me how | was doing. Very short call, and 
a whole month passed, then | called him to ask the same thing and we talked again -a little bit longer. And we 


slowly rebuilt. We talk about once a week now as you know. 


"When | talked to Kip about a month ago, he said that he'd seen George -George apparently had Lynch Mob 
back together again And he mentioned that he'd seen George around ‘46 with you all, and the difference was 
like night and day. He'd noticed George seemed agitated -like he was really frustrated with a lot of stuff back 
then, and he said that this time, George was.. He didn't exactly have precise words for it. He said laid back - 
aside from solos, George was kind of hanging back He was really calm and quiet -not very wild onstage, and he 


almost seemed sad and insecure." 


Jeff fidgeted, trying to picture George in his own band hanging back and looking insecure and listless. It just 
didn't seem right. The corners of his mouth turned down sadly at this notion, Reb noticed. 


"I don't know what that means, Jeff, and | don't know near enough to tell you anything. Nor would | advise you 
to seek him out unless you want to. Because to be honest, I'm very timid and insecure in those situations, and 
| don't know if | could do it. But keep it in mind Kip and | missed each other, but | don't think we realized how 
much we did until we started talking again -and our priorities have changed. Now you know | care full well 
about what people think and how figures have bullied us, but we think what matters more than that is what 
we're happy doing. Because if Kip and | are happy being onstage performing and going around the country on a 
bus with Paul and Rod, then that's more important than anything else. And honestly, that's why | still haven't 
extended my contract with you all beyond 2001. We still have a lot to think about, and maybe things will 
change, but there's a chance | won't be in Dokken with you all much longer, and that chance is getting better 
and better each day. It's not that | don't enjoy it here, or that | have anything against you all -it's just that 


it's not where | belong in the long run" 


"And | get that," responded Jeff. “There's a place you're happier -it works with your style better and you're 
always closer with your own bandmates. You can't be there now, but if it comes back, you have to get back to 
it. Its only fair. You've been great here too, Reb -I think this album is going to be great, and the tour is going 
to be a lot of fun. But you don't have to stay beyond that if you don't want to. We'd love to have you, but 
you have to do what you want to do. Don said it to me, on the night that George left. | think we all figured out 
that holding on to something that wants to go just causes more heartache in the end, and decreases the 


chance of it ever coming back." 


"That's why we let Winger go," agreed Reb. "Times were stressful, and we needed to step away before we 


stressed it. Time heals a lot of wounds, Jeff. And now there's a chance it might come back. You let George go. 
Maybe a little too late, but | think you stopped it at the best time. Accepting it or trying to deal with it if 
George was going to be that way would have caused irreparable damage for certain | don't know what'll happen 


for you all, but | hope one day that maybe things will come back." 


"ltd be great if it did. | don't know though," said Jeff. "Its very hard right now still for me to see it happen 
But | am happy for you and Kip -especially if you guys do get the band back together again, that'd be great." 


Reb nodded, out of things to say on the topic. 


"Well, l'm just about ready to head home for tonight.. or | should say the morning. Sun's already starting to 
get on the horizon," noted Jeff, standing up. 


‘I'd best be on my way too then. See you later, Jeff" 
"Later, Reb." 
Jeff took the long way home when he got in his car. He had a lot to think about and ponder. 


He didn't feel heartache anymore looking back on the breakup between him and George in the same way he had 
before. The only way he felt pain was at the betrayal of getting attacked with the context of how close they 
were prior to it. Essentially, Jeff missed George, and was sad he had to lose him the way he had. He was no 
longer angry with George for the fighting, even if he still felt it had been egregious and completely 


unnecessary. 


But if he didn't feel angry anymore, his heart had healed, and George was not only clearly torn up over it then, 
but had changed a lot by this point, what was there left for him to be angry at? 


It was then, pulling up into the driveway at home, that Jeff realized that whether he ever crossed paths or 
made contact with George again or not that he had to forgive George in his mind. It was the only way he ever 
would truly be past it. The only way he could completely erase the slate. 


Slippin' Away 


Author's Notes: 

Back from hiatus (after bouncing around working on this and five other things). Jeff is leaving Dokken, but 
there's more to it. Finally starting to lead up to an ending, but not there yet. By the way Jeff and Don have 
spoken in interviews about Jeff leaving the second time, it was something that was well expected, especially 
after what Jeff endured And John Norum has never had anything positive to say about his second run with 
Dokken -l| think some of the things going on at the time can explain what he has complained of. 


Jeff lay awake in his bunk, a lot of things going through his mind and denying him sleep. 


It was late into 2002, and with all the things that had happened as of late, Jeff could see why he had a lot of 
things on his mind. As many things as there were, it seemed that a lot of them had built up to strike now 
rather than when they'd occurred. 


Jeff had tried to straighten out and be closer in his complicated marriage, trying to fill in the gaps he still had 
in his life. That had been a mistake. On the road, Lisa probably had hooked up with more rock stars on that 
tour than the number of groupies that Jeff hooked up with in the same time span in the 80s -and that was a 


large number he wasn't exactly proud of. 


They were already falling into the divorce stages by the end of that leg of the tour, when he got back to the 
bus early from an event and found her with Mick 


If the breakup with George was the hardest thing between any of his bandmates that Jeff had dealt with, 
then that had to be the second. 


Reb Beach left in 2001 as expected. Jeff was sad to see him go, but happy for what it meant. Reb told Jeff on 
the last night of his last tour with Dokken that he'd been in even more frequent communication with Kip, and 
by the sound of things along with all the ideas they'd come up with over the phone, they were going to be 


very, very busy soon. 
y Nery vusy 


"Hey, Reb, you two get in the studio with Rod, Paul, and John Roth if he'll be there, and knock it out. We're 
rooting for you all," said Jeff. 


Reb laughed. 
"We're looking forward to it for sure. Thanks, Jeff" 


Then Reb departed, John Norum came back, and though he still carried the guitar lines well, it seemed as if 


the one bit of fun in the time onstage, on the road, and in the studio was gore. In some respects, it seemed 


that John didn't want to be there. And unlike Reb, who had undoubtedly wished to be back with Winger the 
entire time he was in Dokken, John seemed to not even try to fit in and have fun in the time he would be 


there. 

Their recent month long studio time during a break in touring was, what Jeff felt, the worst in his entire life. 
One night, a little over a week ago on the last night in the studio before returning to the tour, John had tried 
a guitar line up on the very high notes -a departure from his preferred style and reminiscent of George's, 
but with more long held pitch harmonics and less fast licks. He wanted to add an effect to it for a certain 
sound, but couldn't figure out what he wanted. So with the mixing tracks and equipment, Jeff was helping him 
apply different effects, and different combinations of effects, trying to track down what it was that would do 
the trick for what John had in mind. 

"Maybe if we try a dryer tone with reverb?" asked Jeff, running out of options he could think of to try, and 
completely lost as to what John wanted. "You seemed to think the reverb was closer before, but we didn't play 
with the tone." 

"Try it," said John flatly. 

Jeff applied the tone adjustment and played back the track. 

No. Oh, no. No, no, no! Hel, no! Ah-ah; no. Not good Nope. Definitely not 


Jeff winced at the wavering, eardrum-piercing screech that resulted, stopping the track halfway through 
before either of them had to endure it any longer. 


"Well, that's definitely not gonna do it," said Jeff, seeing John's equally horrified expression 

"That. sounded like somebody backed a truck onto a cat's tail and parked there," John squeaked. 

Jeff removed the effect from the mix. "Well, | guess we'd better move that truck then," he joked. 

John just shook his head and looked back down at his guitar again, showing Jeff no interest whatsoever. He was 
practically rolling his eyes at Jeff, when Reb would have been flopping out of his chair laughing, and prior to 
Reb, George would have been building onto jokes and making them crazier. 

To add insult to injury, John decided to scrap the entire lead at the end of the night. 

"Forget it," he moped. "If it's not working, then it's not a good one.." 

Without any sense of humor in the writing process, Jeff once again felt the huge gap that had formed in 1991, 


and he couldn't find a positive strong enough to stay happy any time that he wasn't either onstage, or at meet 
and greets with fans. The main parts of Dokken that he loved were either gone, or steadily slipping through his 


fingers and away from him. 
Don's choked up, emotional words from that awful night in the hotel echoed in Jeff's mind. 


You are welcome fo stay as long as you want fo and can But if your feelings change, and you need fo go, you 


know you can fell us 


It hurt, in a lot of respects, realizing it. Following his breakup with George, Don and Mick had done everything 
they possibly could to ensure that he healed from it. They'd made it clear he had options that he hadn't 
necessarily felt he'd had when he'd wanted them more in the late 80s. Breaking up then had been painful, 
especially with how utterly torn up George had been over the whole thing -though in his drug induced haze, it 
hadn't seemed as terrible to Jeff. Then, he saw it as a chance to do something different he'd wanted. 


Now, he felt that he was about to commit an act of betrayal. He wasn't sure why though, given that Mick had 
betrayed him -though there was a misunderstanding there, and he was already breaking up with Lisa by then 
It had hurt for Jeff, though itd really only been another little thing to throw him off kilter at that time, and 
he'd forgiven Mick for it. Mick had felt horrible about it, and didn't want Mick to think he was leaving because 
of it. 


Don was harder to deal with right now. He was constantly in rare form, his stringent and controlling tendencies 
in full swing. Often in discussions about any project, if too many things went in a direction he didn't prefer, he 
would become impatient and either become incredibly petulant or storm out of the room. However, Jeff knew 
he was still internally grieving the loss of his niece to cancer, and that was a good part of why. Deciding to 
leave was just throwing another curveball at Don, and Jeff felt so bad about it. His stomach ached, and he 


found it hard to make eye contact with Don. 


But Don's reasoning from after George's departure still stood. Waiting and letting tension build would lead to 
more pain and unhappiness not only for Jeff, but Don too. And for that, along with Don's request to him, Jeff 
knew he had to sit down and have a heart to heart with Don that would begin the process of his leaving. 


So two days after realizing his inevitable fate with Dokken as he lay in his bunk, Jeff pulled his thoughts 


together, as well as his courage, and went to get Don. 


It wasn't exactly hard to find Don in morning, especially this particular one. After a month long break, they 
were back on the road and had spent the night on the bus. That made it downright easy -there weren't too 
many places a person could be while on a bus. Don had taken to getting up early in a struggle with insomnia 
over the past few years, and Jeff knew if he got up early enough, Don would most likely be alone in the front 
lounge. He also wouldn't have fully woken up yet, which meant whatever reaction he'd give would be more 


subdued. 


Quietly, Jeff climbed down from his bunk. He was now on an upper bunk, for the first tour in his life, because 
John disliked the hassle of climbing up and down. Jeff didn't mind the hassle so much, though he did miss 
having the space under the bunk to put his duffle bag out of the way and stash his Batman comics -which 


still remained a guilty pleasure -where they were still accessible from his bed. Grabbing his clothes from the 
duffle bag which he now kept along the opposite wall of the bus under a storage shelf, he headed to the 
bathroom to get dressed and freshen up from his sleep-disheveled state. Once he finished, he quietly made his 
way back through the bus as if not to wake up John and Mick, neither of whom would be very pleasant if 
they were at this hour. 


Don was flipping through an old book he'd enjoyed in his childhood - The Hobbit -with one hand, and holding a 


mug of coffee in his other. 


Jeff came around the doorway, and Don caught him in the corner of his peripheral vision. He looked up, setting 


his book down. 
"Jeff? You're up early. Its 615." 
"Yeah, | know," he whispered through a yawn. 


If you want coffee, | made the stuff over an hour ago, so you might need to make a new pot of it - 


whatever's left in there's sat on the burner and it's probably already been ‘skunked up." 


Jeff almost giggled at the use of the term his bandmates had come up with between their friends from Ratt 
in the early days -before he was even part of Dokken -which described coffee that had scorched, turned 
cloudy, and reached the point that one might think twice about drinking it if there was another option. But 
almost was the key operator. The heavy things at the front of his mind were just enough to put a damper on 
that giggle. 


"lll deal with that a bit later," said Jeff, sitting down on the bench across the table from Don, placing his hands 
on the table, one on top of the other. 


Don raised his eyebrows. 

"You have something you want to talk about, Jeff?" he asked, quickly figuring out his behavior in combination 
with how early he was up. Mick and John were asleep, so whatever it was, Jeff wanted it to be private -or as 
private as a conversation ever could be on a bus. 

Jeff reached up and pushed his fingertips against his lip nervously, and then nodded. 

"Well, go on ahead then. What's on you?" 


Jeff winced, already knowing he was about to go into a ramble he couldn't stop until Don stopped it. 


"Don, | -please don't take it personally -it's not your fault; I'm not saying it because l'm upset with you or 
anyone else and | don't want to upset you with it.. | can't really explain it either, but I'll try-" 


"Jeff, | think | can tell where this is going, so go ahead and say it and stop apologizing for it, because you don't 
have anything to be sorry about if it's what you intend to do." 


‘I'm just not feeling it here anymore, Don. It's not right, or like home, and | don't know how much longer | can 


do it" 
Don sighed deeply. 


Jeff bowed his head with shame -there was something about Don's immediate submission to his statement, 


and he looked so sad as if he was bracing himself for another loss on an already broken heart. 
"| understand, Jeff. Its been hard, these last few years, for all of us." 

‘Its not your fault, it's not any sole person's fault-" 

"Jeff, look at me a second,” ordered Don. 

Jeff looked up, forcing himself to meet Don's eyes. 


"Nobody here can compare the severity of the blows we've taken individually, because it all changes with 
perspective, and we all feel different levels of pain. But | think you're the one who's taken the most blows and 
had the most happen to you in this time. You lost George, you battled shock, you had to help with rebuilding 
this band while you were still hurting, you had a divorce, you had a close friend have an affair with your wife 
-| don't think | could have hung in here with half of those things. You won't give yourself credit for it Jeff, 
but you have been such a trooper -you always have been, but especially now. Thank you for that. And as 
much as I'd like you to stay, | don't expect you to push any further than you can, and | don't want you to do 
it if it's only going to cause pain 


"| could do it, but now, it's not the same," explained Jeff. "I can't describe it-" 


"ve seen what's going on," said Don. "You don't click with John, and the music -writing and performing -that's 


what's made it for you until now, and it's been shaken up." 
Jeff nodded. "Nothing against him either -l don't blame it on him." 


"| wouldn't expect you to either," said Don. "It's nobody's fault here; it's just the way it is. And if you want to 
leave, then it's what you need to do. I'm not going to try to hold you back, because it didn't exactly work in the 
80s, now, did it? And let's face it -has this band ever stood for chaining anyone back?" Don tried to inject a 
bit of lightness into the topic, smiling sadly. Jeff did have a headstrong side, and he couldn't be restrained if he 
really did insist on something. 


"| don't want to leave, Don -| don't want you to think that, because its not how | feel. But | don't think | can 


stay either, so | have to leave." 


Don stayed silent for a minute in thought. 

"Well. | don't see it improving, and given your feelings, you do need to leave. You seem pressured and it's 
driving you crazy. | think you're scared to do it as much as we were scared of breaking it up the first time, 
but | think once we start the process, itll get easier." 


Jeff nodded. A snide thought managed to get into his head and he snorted. 


"Once we get to the part of dealing with the legal complications itll be easier. I'll be ready to get out and youll 
be ready to say goodbye, because we'll both be sick and tired of dealing with it and want it to be over with 
already." 


Don chuckled ruefully, before putting his palms on his face and shaking his head. 

"That is true. Ai-yi-yi, those nasty pieces of work." He sat up and reoriented himself. "Well, we might as well 
get on with it then. The management office should be open in an hour. We'll start making some phone calls, and 
see what we can figure out for you. And make this easy as possible for us, because Lord knows it doesn't 
need to be made harder." 

"Okay," exhaled Jeff with relief. No blowups or drama that he'd feared. Not one bit of it. 


The hardest part of the process was over. The rest would be tedious, but there was no going back now. 


He was already on his way out. 


Take Me Back Where | Came From 
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at it on the other side with a clear mind, now that I've found normal too. 


It had taken George Lynch a long time to regain normalcy. Longer than he'd expected it would take when he 
knew it would be a matter of months at best. And "normal" was not normal as it once had been, but the new 


normal as close to it that he could achieve. 


Now, 2002 had come, and he stood overlooking the body of a guitar he had built in his backyard and garage, 
trying to decide which paint colors and patterns to use across the design he'd carved into the wood. While 
George scraped for inspiration, he reminisced on his journey and everything he'd been through -starting back 


at the breakup, and working his way up to where he'd arrived. 


When he'd gotten home from hitting rock bottom in the airport hotel in Arizona, he'd done everything to follow 
what Warren told him. He did everything to stay in the calmest state he could possibly reach while processing 
all the changes that had taken place in the years leading up to it. When he felt his blood pressure rising and 
the rage sparking inside, he stopped and waited until the restlessness subsided to continue. When he felt fear 
and panic taking over instead, he turned to his guitar or his son -anything he could get comfort from that 
wasn't destructive for him. It took nearly a month to slog through everything different in his life and to figure 
out which ones had led to things falling apart, without driving himself further down the wrong road in doing so. 


He made the most progress in the first week at home, which helped him continue on, but the remaining 


process was slow and agonizing. 


The first week confirmed to him that leaving Dokken was the best thing he could have done, even if he never 
had lashed out at Jeff, or choked Don beforehand. The rising tensions from just being together had tired him 
out mentally and emotionally. Though he was far from okay, he was already feeling better with time away 

from the mess, and the calm, quiet, familiar environment of home had further subdued his temper and given 


him a fighting chance of thinking straight. The actually trying to think through what he needed to was far 


from relaxing, but Warren could not have been more right -as resistant as George had been to his advice 
during their talk. Going home was exactly what he'd needed to do, and he was glad that Warren had scolded 
him for trying to say otherwise. 


He'd still been nervous at home at first. He was hyperaware of himself, making sure to tread especially careful 
with Sean around, and feeling paranoid out in public or sitting in traffic, lest something pluck one nerve too 
many and cause him to snap. He willed himself to stay calm when there was no reason around him to not be 


calm. 


Strange dreams plagued him almost every night in that first month at home. Nightmares. Nightmares that 
depicted some monster inside himself. This monster was far worse than the skeletons on his guitar, the skull 
figure on the bus in the 80s that he'd named "Mr. Scary" after, or even the ones he'd frightened off in 
horrendously stupid music videos that he was thankful were at least bad enough to be funny in hindsight. 


This one had no specific appearance or any classic definitions of horror, but it was in charge of him, and 


nothing could have been worse. 


More than once, he woke up with an incoherent yelp to sit straight up in bed. Eerie silence would then fall 
around him, and one right toward the end of that painful first month, he caught an echo in his mind, coming 


from deep in his subconscious. A line from a song he'd once performed and heard almost every night. 
Take me back where | came from; don’t wanna see your face no more! 


He almost had to crack a smile at the dark humor of it -also appearing on the soundtrack with "Dream 
Warriors" and the relevance of fighting off nightmares -and still being so terribly cheesy that he wanted to 
forget all those video shoots. The line sounded so overdramatic and intense out of context, but it really was 


how he felt toward the monster in control of him and his dreams. 


Strangely enough though, after that night, the dreams started to back off. It was nearly another month 
before he stopped seeing it entirely, but it was the sign he'd waited for to know he was on the right track, and 
that he could start slackening his guard. 


After more than a couple of months at home, his evaluations led him to his fitness craze. Funny how the 
whole thing had started as a matter of pride, roughhousing with Sean and making sure he could stay on top. It 
all seemed stupid now when Sean had been the one there to rescue him from that airport hotel and be with 


him at home. 


Slowly, he began backing off the extreme routine, and the supplements. Most of those didn't seem worthy of 
causing issues, but they hadn't been a part of his life before he'd really begun struggling with his temper 

manifesting in physical aggression. He did believe they'd helped him build his strength, but as he began backing 
off slowly, he convinced himself that they weren't necessary for him to be strong enough. Perhaps they had 
made him stronger physically, but they'd become a crutch -a form of security. What was supposed to make 


him stronger had made him weaker in other ways, and had made him crazy too. 


Anything that he hadn't been taking on his doctor's order eventually went in the garbage. Some of the 
supplements played with natural hormone levels, so he had to reduce in increments before stopping altogether, 
lest a hard stop make him even crazier. The pills had gone away first, then the needles. It had been scary at 
first, especially when he did feel his energy levels drop as he backed off. But as he readjusted to his new 
energy level, he felt less anxious and found himself not getting agitated so easily. And hearing it all hit the 
bottom of the trash can felt liberating. 


And when Sean stood with him through it and told him he was strong enough without them, George knew he'd 


have no problem leaving them there. 


Out of shame, he wouldn't admit it, but one of his injectable supplements had been a steroid derivative. It had 
been easy to deny that it didn't have the same effect while he was on it when the label didn't call it pure 
testosterone -rather something that triggered his body to produce more of its own, but looking back, it was 
no different, and it was stupid. It had negative side effects regardless of whether it had been the cause of his 
agitation or not, as it had bulked up all his muscles -not just the ones built by regular training. It had 
thickened his fingers significantly, and that made it harder to get around those fast licks up at the highest 


portion of the fretboard where the notes were so close together. 


Stopping meant some atrophy of the buildup, but never again would George have the same slender fingers that 
had gracefully flitted in and out of the tightest spaces across the fretboard to carry him to his status in the 
80s. So for the remaining half of the year, he dedicated his extra time to not only readjusting to his changes 
in physical state, but also working with his guitars. Distraction through them became his best friend in 
recovering mentally, as he focused all his time and energy to retraining himself and adapting his technique to 
accommodate his changes. Some fast licks and fills would never be as easy to play as they once had been, but 


he found a way that worked, and he was satisfied with it. 


At the end of six months off the road, George was stir-crazy, and the road was calling to him. It had been a 
part of his life, during his normal times and crazy times alike, and it was the one thing he couldn't see not 


having in his life anytime soon, regardless of what happened. 


A month and two hundred phone calls later, he'd gotten together a lineup to reinstate Lynch Mob, and perhaps 
he was still prideful that he was back on the road in less than a year out of Dokken and didn't need Don's 
name to do well enough on his own. 


And the road told him just as much as being at home had once he got back on, as to the long way he had to 
reach ‘normal’. The frustration he faced this time was not a volatile one, but a sad and heavy one. The hardest 
thing he faced was getting onstage and feeling nervous in ways he hadn't since his young, inexperienced days 
before and during his early stages in Dokken. He knew how to play -with his eyes closed after his recovery at 
home, he didn't have to worry what the audience might think of him, and he didn't make the rookie mistakes 
that had often led to passing out onstage. But he felt every bit as nervous with the lingering sense of shame. 


It made him feel impatient -not being able to feel normal and confident, and the miserably slow pace getting 


back to it. He found himself venting often to John West, the singer he'd found on this run. However, his 
frustration told him well too, as he found himself gaining more control in other ways during those vents. He 
didn't have the urge to squeeze or punch something, and he was even calm enough to make it through without 
raising his voice. With the sense of control returning, his self-trust returned too -trust to speak and interact 


normally without lashing out. 


By the end of the tour, he felt better with life on the road and onstage again. He was no longer hanging back, 
and found himself able to smile naturally again 


Returning home to Arizona for downtime after the tour led him to feel out of place. He still had Sean with him 
half the time, but he was alone in the house, and that wasn't as it had been before he'd lost himself. 


Moving to Arizona had been the result of spending more time with his family after leaving Dokken the first 
time. When the divorce hit in 1995, life as he knew it in Arizona changed drastically, and he decided that it was 
another abnormality in his life which began right before the time that his problems started to build up. Aside 
from the outdoor environment that was perfectly achievable elsewhere, there was no reason George could 
think of to stay. Everyday, he thought of more reasons to stay that no longer applied to him, and more 


reasons to leave. 


So as 1999 dragged on, George packed up everything he had and moved back to California. Whether he'd stay 
there long term, consider another move further back to Washington, or start a new adventure in an entirely 
different place was something he had yet to decide, but the change of scenery gave him a positive focus and 


more distraction from the past. So far, he was content. 


His new life back in California gave him more time outside from his potential plans for Lynch Mob and new side 
projects. With it, he'd taken his minor hobby of building guitars to levels beyond what he'd ever expected he 
might, and he found a source of regular enjoyment at home in place of the obsessive compulsive training. Now, 


five years since leaving Dokken, he'd found his new sense of normal. 


Along with coming up with more potential plans for Lynch Mob and new solo projects, George had taken to 
guitar building. It was definitely a much more calming hobby. Whatever had been left of his anxieties, it had 
gradually swept away, and he felt better. Now, five years later, almost everything was to a place he could call 


the new normal. 


Though he had reached a new normal, George remained hopeful for further improvement, and there was only 


one thing missing from this normal that he hoped it would eventually include. 


Inspiration struck on a quiet day at home. George set to work carving and painting the guitar body 
meticulously. He worked until sundown before hanging it up to dry in the garage. Tomorrow, he would have to 


assemble it and add the last, finer details. 


That night, George lay awake in the quiet of the house. He had one of his plain tiger stripe guitars in its stand 
by the bed, and a recorder and notebook on the bedside table as always in case if inspiration struck in the 


middle of the night. 

His ideas always had favored between 3:00 and 5:00 o'clock in the morning when they wouldn't come through 
his efforts during the day. As of late, his ideas were especially keen on waking him up in the middle of the 
right. George couldn't bring himself to consider it a bad thing either, even for lack of sleep; it meant that he 
was writing more and coming up with more ideas -and further return to normal for him. After Shadowlife and 
all the drama following it in Dokken, George had been struck down with writer's block for well over a year, and 


no idea he could push out by sheer force of will seemed to live up to what came to him naturally. 


Tonight was different. Tonight, it was already 3:00 o'clock, and rather than being woken up by ideas, George 


had yet to fall asleep. He'd been flat on his back for over two hours, fighting impossible insomnia. 

He couldn't stop thinking of how something wasn't right. That one thing missing. 

He had an idea. Not a riff or a lick, or anything that would translate to his music. An idea to break his writer's 
block. It was unfolding into possibilities, and as they spread out, a euphoric feeling spread through George's 
chest and a grin that was far too nutty to admit to pushed his cheeks out. Oh, what he could do if.. 


No, | can't, because he won't agree- 


George cut his thought off. He spoke aloud in the dark emptiness around him, telling it off with the words he'd 
followed from the time he'd left Dokken. 


"How do you know you can't?" 
Dont even start that crap; you can!" 
"What are the only things that really mattered then that aren't here now?" 


The walls of the dark empty room reverberated, echoing the question back to him. He shivered with the 


answer. 
uust one person who | loved with all my heart, and that wasnt enough to stop me from breaking his 


George felt the room was the same as he was in his heart. He was healed, but empty inside. And no matter 


how hard he tried, he would never completely fill in those musical parts in completely until he filled the gap. 
There was only one person who could do both of those better than anyone else. 


And it was going to take a miracle to get him back, because there was nothing more detrimental than fear 


falling between two friends. 


George flipped a few pages on the notepad and tore one out. 


He spent the wee hours of the morning all the way until daybreak writing notes. Coming up with what to say. 
Deciding what he even could say. 


There had to have been at least ten balled up pieces of notepad paper on the floor when he finally got up for 
the day. But he had come up with a simple, neutral, inviting message which he hoped he could deliver calmly, 


and would be well received. 


Just before noon, after a long walk outside to clear his mind and work up the courage, George picked up the 
phone and dialed the number he'd looked up. 


Jeff Pilson. 


EEEE EEEE EE EK 


Miles away, Jeff was interrupted from his thoughts. He sat hunched over, acoustic guitar in hand as he 
considered possible guitar chords to complement a bass line he'd come up with while fooling around on his bass 


without any real purpose. 


Now that he was no longer in Dokken, he was looking at options and getting into production -which he'd found 
great interest in following Erase the Slate. He had made the audition to play bass with Foreigner, but touring 
was still far away in planning. Mick Jones was reconstructing the band, and he had predicted that they wouldn't 
be on the road for at least another year at best. When he wasn't in production, he looked for any opportunity 


to write something from any spark of inspiration he got in case if it would lead to another project someday. 


He identified his phone as the culprit of breaking his thoughts and went to get it. The number on the caller ID 
was unrecognizable, but he knew that if it was somebody important -Mick or a producer calling from a 
different phone -they would leave a message on the answering machine. Jeff felt it had become the biggest 
lifesaver in the past year, because if studio managers and engineers didn't play phone tag enough, at least he 


could get the most important information and not feel quite as bad missing a call. 


Shrugging as the phone continued to ring, he turned back to his guitar and notepad, and a less common 
progression came to his mind. Unusual, but not dissonant. Hurriedly, he wrote down the chords before he 
mixed them up and forgot in his distracted state. He was just putting his fingers down on the fretboard to try 


it when the answering machine picked up. 


He froze and held steady, waiting to see if it was Mick Jones or anyone else he needed to make a mad dash to 


the phone for. 
"Hi, uh, Jeff? This is." 


Jeff felt his gut drop and the electrical surge of adrenaline through his chest. 


Ungracefully, he yanked the guitar strap over his head, set the guitar down, and got up. He approached the 
answering machine through the house as if the phone was a snake that would lash out across the hallway and 
bite him as he listened to the message. 


Leaning against the doorway by the answering machine, Jeff realized that he was holding his breath to listen 
too closely. He released it and took a big gasp in, then coached himself back to a normal pattern as butterflies 
grazed the inner walls of his stomach. 

"uh, | don't expect anything if you don't want to, | was just curious to see if you might be interested. And, um 
-if you are, itd be .nice to see you again. Anyhow, you can call me back, and if you don't want to, you can go 
ahead and just delete the message | guess -| won't call again if that's the case." 

George Lynch. His old, long lost friend. Forget whoever had been there that last year. 

Jeff had thought about the possibility of coming back into contact with George. His conversation with Reb 
started it, Then John Norum came back, and he thought of all the people he'd recorded and produced with that 
he'd gotten along with so much better. George, of course, being one. 


He hadn't thought too much of what it would feel like to actually do it. 


He'd forgiven George; there was no grudge holding him back from it. He was curious to see him, as much as 
nerves tried to tell him otherwise. 


And hearing George suggest it would be nice to see each other again struck an ache in his heart. He couldn't 
deny that ache, and he knew what it meant. He knew he missed George. He knew that he'd sensed George was 


hurting and wanted the pain to stop. 


The pain was so strong at the end of his message, and Jeff already knew George wouldn't call again without a 


response. No response would only fuel that pain, because he would consider it as Jeff wanting nothing more to 


do with him. 
And whether Jeff was ready to see George again or not, he knew well enough that wasn't true. 


So he took the six steps between himself and the phone -one for every year they'd been apart, plus the last 


year when George had been so far removed from himself -and Jeff picked it up. 
He searched the caller ID log for the last number, and he sent it. 

The phone rang once. 

Twice. 


Three times- 


"H-hello?" 

"Hey, George?" 

Jeff could hear George gasping. Or maybe it was a sigh of relief. Some sort of strangled breathing. 
"Jeff?" 


"Yes, l'm here. George. .l'd say l'm at least interested, for some discussion about writing. And then maybe we 


can work it from there if all goes well." 

"You are?" George's voice was reduced to a whisper of disbelief. 

"Yeah," said Jeff. "Is there any time you'd-?" 

"Sometime later in the week, or whenever works for you?" asked George. "I'll make whatever work" 


"How about Thursday?" asked Jeff. "If that's not too soon" 


Today was Tuesday. That gave him a day to process it. Thursday was usually a busy day for Jeff, but this 


week it was looking to be uneventful, and he would need something to fill the gap. 

"Th-? -Yeah, that's fine," said George, cutting himself off. "Thursday works -um, Thursday is great, actually. 
|:00 o'clock?" for fucks sake George, pull yourself together. You get driven crazy by Warren and his stuttering, and 
you're about to top him the way youre going 

"Sure" Jeff didn't have to ask AM or PM for that time -with so much time apart, they wouldn't opt for a 
first meeting in the middle of the night. He still had the morning to take care of anything else he came up with 
beforehand, and time to get there. 

Okay. Jeff?" 

"Yeah, George?" God, he sounds lke a nervous wreck 

“Thanks, uh, for calling back. lim looking forward to it" 

Jeff exhaled slowly, trying to release his nerves, and the faintest, unexpected urge to smile crept into him. 


"| am too." 


Ready or not, in forty-eight hours plus two, Jeff would reunite with George Lynch. 


Falling Again 
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Thursday afternoon rolled around sooner than Jeff could blink, and as planned, he arrived outside George's 
house just as his watch hit 1:00 o'clock. 


It was a scarier feeling than he'd predicted he would have pulling his car up on the street. It wasn't painful as 
he'd feared it might be. What scared him was how it felt new. New as if he'd forgotten how to approach 
George; almost as new as if he never had approached him in the first place. Odd as it seemed when he thought 
about it, he wasn't fearful about a repeat of the past. He was more fearful of not ever being able to achieve 


a level of comfort between each other anywhere close to the one they had before it all fell apart. 


Time heals a lot of wounds, Jeff. Reb's words echoed in his mind. Time couldn't heal everything or make the 
past go away, but something significant had healed if they were bothering to try meeting up after this long. He 
and George had to be prepared to take their process slowly at first if friendly terms didn't come right back to 


them. There was still a chance, Jeff knew. There was hope. 


He approached the front door, treading slow and carefully up the walkway as if the bricks would burn through 
the bottoms of his shoes. 


Behind the door, George peeked through the narrow windows framing it, shielded and hidden by the translucent 


curtains. 


He felt his heart pounding. This was /t for him. He either opened this door to Jeff or he didn't. The former 
option was the only one George could stand to take regardless. He'd stayed awake for seventy-two hours 
straight in anticipation, and Jeff was here. 


This was the one chance he had to turn everything around and make it right. 


Even watching and knowing when it would come -even seeing it coming, George still flinched when Jeff knocked 


at the door. He felt his heart stall and jolt with the vibration of the door, which his hand on the doorknob 
absorbed. He felt the shock of it traveling through his hand, up his arm, and shocking his heart back into 
rhythm. 


Knowing he'd best get it over with before he could psych himself out any more, George pulled the door open 

to meet Jeff's eyes. Timid eyes he only ever had when he was terrified or unsure of how to proceed through 
and cope with something -the timid look Jeff only held when he was on the cocaine in the 80s, and when he'd 
faced George in his last few weeks with Dokken, and seeing Jeff. His stance hanging back from the door told 


more of the latter, and George couldn't decide to feel more relieved or heartbroken because of it. 


He wasn't sure whether it would have been easier if Jeff was entirely scared of him, than it was to see Jeff 


accepting, but completely lost as to how to approach him as he appeared now. 


"Come in," he whispered. He stepped back from the door and continued to hold it open, and it was then it 
occurred to him that he wasn't exactly sure how to go about approaching Jeff either. 


Then Jeff stepped over the threshold with two hesitant steps that left each of his feet suspended in the air 
for a couple of seconds before placing them down. He looked like a dog with a hurt paw trying to find a way to 
walk without pain, and maybe he was terrified in addition to being unsure after all with that stride. All George 
wanted to do was show him and tell him that he had nothing to be afraid of- 


„except | dont have the best recent history between us to back that up, his thoughts taunted, and it was 
enough to put a sickening, tight feeling in his throat. 


George closed the door behind him softly. He went slow so that the click of the latch closing delivered as little 
a shock as possible to them. It left just the two of them, alone and secluded in the quiet of the front hallway 
to take in the sight of each other. 


George looked tired. That was the first thing Jeff noticed, and the only description he could come up with, even 
though it hardly did him justice. His eyes were tired -heavy lidded and sunken. His hair was unkempt. Jeff could 
see how George had let it grow substantially since he'd last put the crazy mix of black with auburn and blond 
streaks in it he'd taken to. He had long, uncolored roots, which were no longer a dark auburn, but a light grey. 
He looked guarded too. In addition to the look on his face, a guitar bag was strapped over his shoulder, and he 


was curling his fingers around the strap across his chest as though it may as well have been a security 


blanket. 
For some people, his guarded behavior would have been typical weariness. For George, Jeff knew he was scared. 


To George's view, Jeff also looked tired in his own way. Not exhausted, but tired He was doing okay, but had 
seen better days. The puffy bags under his eyes told George he hadn't gotten much sleep over the past 
couple of days at least, if it hadn't just become a regular thing. And he was nervous. George had been able to 
tell Jeff was nervous just by how he approached the house, and by his current stance. He was clasping his 
hands together in front of himself, only allowing himself to fidget with them intermittently to try to appear 


normal and hide how they shook. 


For now, at least, he appeared older beyond the changes in his physical appearance alone. Something inside him 
had matured. Grown up. The playful, innocent side of him had either left his body, or was locked up deep within 
it. 


They stood apart, face to face, mere feet between them, unmoving, and with their tongues frozen 
What do you say fo someone who used to be a friend after so many years? 
The question hung silently in the air. Neither were sure of the answer to it -what to say or do. 


George took the first move, deciding there was no way to figure it out without starting. 


Slowly, he lifted his hand up from his side and reached it out toward Jeff. He wanted Jeff to take his hand and 


hold it -squeeze it assuringly as he once might have before launching a full-bodied hug. 


Right now, he settled for offering -and hoping for a handshake. A formal apology they'd never managed to 
have, some agreement of peace or truce, a sign of forgiveness -whatever such brief contact could mean for 


them. 


Jeff had already forgiven George. He was aware he had done so at some point, subconsciously. His conversation 
with Reb had made him realize that, and hearing what Kip Winger had seen -which wasn't far from what he 
now saw before him. He knew wholeheartedly that George had not been violent in the way he'd been before the 
90s, and he definitely wasn't that way now. He'd changed, again. This George did look like an older version of the 
friend he knew and had lost. 


Even with a scar remaining deep in his heart from what had taken over George, Jeff couldn't stay angry at 


him. 


However, when he faced the outstretched hand, knowing its intention as a sign of forgiveness, Jeff didn't want 
it. He didn't want his first interaction with George to be a handshake. It was a fearing, distant gesture that 
didn't want to let go of the very thing they were trying to get past. It picked at his scar, reminding him of 
what happened -the severity of it and just how quickly it completed the steps to drive them apart. 


He tried to step forward and accept it and respond kindly to George's good intentions, but his heart turned 
flips in his stomach again, and he found he couldn't do it. 


So they stood. They continued to stand, silently staring at each other and trying to sort through the fears 
flitting through their minds. 


What was mere minutes passing felt like hours. When he felt his arm getting tired, George also felt his heart 
begin sinking. He kept his hand out at first, knowing he had the physical strength to keep it from sinking with 


fatigue, but it wasn't enough to overcome the feeling inside. He had to swallow as the feeling in his throat he'd 
gotten opening the door strengthened, and his gaze sank from Jeff's timid eyes to the floor. The feeling of his 
last hope fading was enough to sag his shoulders, and he let his hand sink down to his side as the pain became 
too much to bear. He closed his eyes so that he didn't have to see it anymore. 


As George's hand -and the sign of the past -lowered to his side, Jeff took a timid step forward. Then another 
one that wasn't so timid. And another... 


Eyes closed, George stood unaware, lost in his merciless, taunting thoughts. 


This is just it then. Its going to be a meeting to record, and then we'll just go our own separate ways again. | should 
have known there was no hope in this -I should have known from the moment | fucked up- 


And then some shock put an abrupt stop to them. 


The next sensation he was aware of was warmth. Not just against him -around him. Arms wrapping around 


him and squeezing tightly, then even tighter, almost desperately. They clung to him. They didn't want to let go. 


On reflex, George locked his arms around the body embracing, and found himself holding on in the same 


desperate manner. As if he was terrified that he was going to lose it again. 
He doubted he could have made himself let go in that moment if he'd tried 


lm dreaming. This is some cruel joke, and Im going to wake up and find out it never happened, because | don't 


deserve it. 


Slowly, George willed himself to open his eyes to see the strawberry blond locks under his chin as Jeff hugged 
him as tightly as he was physically able without hurting either of them. 


George tried to speak and found that he couldn't -he didn't have the words or the physical strength. The 
swelling of his heart in his throat was so strong now that it hurt to breathe, let alone attempt to talk. His 
head ached and throbbed behind his eyes, he felt himself starting to tremble, then the muscles he'd been 


tensing too hard in fear began to slacken so that he felt weak on his feet. He used his remaining strength to 


hold on tighter. 


It wasn't until Jeff had his arms around George and George's arms surrounding him that he knew with no 
doubts that this was his George that he knew and loved. Not the one who had thrown him against the wall of 
the bus. It wasn't until then that he knew just how badly he'd missed George, or how scared he was at the 


idea of losing him another time. 


He didn't like how George had been taken by whatever demons he'd fallen victim to, but the way George held 
on in addition to his call said more than any words. George was just as terrified by it, and he would never let 


it happen again. 


Jeff inevitably had to detach to catch his breath, so he let go and stepped back after what felt long, but still 
far too short. He panted lightly to recover from George's squeeze, and to ease off the swelling in his chest 


and burning in his eyes. 


| missed you," he whispered as he got his voice back. He swallowed hard before looking up and having a quick 


shift in demeanor to concern. "George?" 


George was crying openly now, and he could hardly bring himself to care enough to reach a hand up and try to 
wipe his tears away. He felt the strength of the punch he'd landed in Jeff's chest right over his heart in his 
own. The strength of the strike that had made Jeff afraid of him, and told Jeff that he was intentionally 
trying to hurt him -that had taken him beyond the line of mistakenly grabbing Jeff in a blind rage. The strike 
that had come so close to being followed by another headed right for Jeffs face -that would have been 
followed by a strike to Jeff's face had he not snapped out of it right when he had, one strike too late to 


prevent the damage done. 


He had been so scared that Jeff was going to walk away, refuse the handshake, possibly even refuse to 
record, and after everything the last time they'd seen each other, he'd have had every right in the world to 
do it. And he'd lovingly hugged him mere minutes together after years apart. 


George couldn't even bring himself to be but so surprised with the big heart Jeff Pilson had and just how 
much love he had in it, and it only made him that much more scared to lose Jeff again as everything going 
back to that awful day ran from his mind down to his heart like a tornado, destructing every barrier he'd had 
to keep from thinking about it and to keep himself intact with. 


"| did -| missed you too." 


"George." Jeff's face fell and he began losing his battle against tearing up. George's reaction pushed him right 
over his threshold 


He never had been able to deal with seeing George upset at any point in the past -not even after the dooming 
incident, as they both knew. Flashbacks to being ill on the bus and Jeff bringing him water left George 
struggling to take a deep breath and make himself coherent enough to speak. 


"Jeff... | know it doesn't change what happened -if it's never the same | get it and know why -l'm so-" 


A small gasp cut him off and he saw Jeff shake his head with silent tears streaming down his face, right 
before he found himself back in Jeff's arms less than a minute after he'd been let out of them. However, this 


time was different. 


A minute before, and all the times in the past in which they'd held each other, Jeff had always leaned in the 
lower position to rest his cheek against George's shoulder or chest. This time, he stood up straight and rigid, 
leaving no other possibility than for George to lean into him instead. He held tighter when George finally did 


rest his cheek on his shoulder, and supported him when his legs slackened. 


Jeff's hand rested softly on George's back, steady and soothing. The last time George had allowed himself to 
weep unrestrained was when he'd broken down on Alice Cooper's bus, after he'd overheard Don's tell-all on the 
phone of how Jeff suffered through the right because of him. The only difference was how he had somebody 
comforting him now. Nobody comforted him then. Alice's band didn't know everything happened, but they all 
were aware he'd done wrong, and all casting weary side-eyes toward him as they failed to figure out how to 
respond -and he couldn't have known at the time that one would replace him in Dokken and work with Jeff 


through his recovery too. 


There had been all the times back in the 80s had Jeff been frightened -usually shaken up after getting hurt 
or paranoid from being high on cocaine; the latter was often followed by Don losing his temper and leaving Jeff 
entirely distraught. George had held Jeff in this position all those times, calming him down and giving him a 
sense of safety. 


Then Don and Mick had taken care of Jeff after he'd gotten clean and George had gotten screwed up. They'd 


been the ones Jeff leaned against on those painful, last days. 


And now that George had gotten clean, Jeff was the strong one taking care of him. Allowing him to feel safe 
even when he felt so vulnerable. Telling Aim that it would be okay and helping him pick up the remaining pieces 


their last encounter left him in. 


Jeff was giving him the answer to the hardest question No matter how long it took to tear down all the walls, 
as long as he didn't get messed up and let history repeat itself, Jeff wouldn't leave him again. 


“Shhhh," Jeff whispered. George could hear Jeff take a shaking inhale, trying to calm himself down, and he 
found himself wrapping his arms around Jeff again too. He'd lost his ability to comfort Jeff when he messed 


up, and nothing could have told him before now just how much he'd missed it. 


‘Its okay," Jeff continued. "Just relax and keep quiet a minute." He held George until he had to let go and stand 
up. His back was beginning to argue with his bent position, only reminding him of how unaccustomed he was to 
being the one held. He preferred to be the one who Jeff leaned against, but being the one to lean for once had 


felt nice. 


Honestly, George would have accepted standing next to each other in their heads as feeling nice if it meant 


being together again. 


Trying not to look as abashed as he felt, George looked up. His red-rimmed, damp eyes locked onto Jeff, who 
was still crying as he gathered his words. 


| can't pretend that what happened didn't happen," he admitted bluntly with a voice just above a whisper. "You 
did a lot of damage, George. And most of it before the bus thing even happened. | only realized what it had 
come to then And that was honestly one of the most painful moments of my life, realizing that | was afraid 


of you and how we couldn't be with each other like that." 


George closed his eyes and lowered his head. He managed to turn it into a nod of acceptance when he realized 
that attempting to speak would only work him up again. Jeff seemed to know too, before he could derail his 
efforts to calm down. 


"Shhhh. Just listen to me. Wait." Jeff now had his hands on George's shoulders as he stood in front of him, 
leaving them less than a foot apart. His expression had softened from the one he'd taken before, almost 
enough to remind George of the one he so often took in their heyday when it had been a bad night and he was 
trying anything to make it better. 


| also can't pretend | didn't have my part in that damage too, George; because | denied it all until it struck me, 
even though | was clean and | could have seen it if | tried," he whispered. "And you went through a lot of pain 


too, because | didn't help you stop it before it hurt you too." 


And what Jeff saw now was more than enough proof that George's recovery was just as painful. Reb had been 


right about George, evaluating what Kip had seen. Their reunion was long past overdue. 


"I still hurt you physically -that was worse. | was afraid of myself too after that," George forced out as he 
grasped for control. "It was a really hard time." 


"I know it was. It couldn't have been any easier for you than it was for me; it was a hard time for both of 


us," Jeff sighed. "Hardest thing I've ever had to get through." 
‘I'm sorry ~and | know its stupid to say." 


‘Ive already forgiven you, George. You don't need to tell me you're sorry; | already knew. | knew you were 


then, but-" 
"You couldn't have forgiven me then -it would have destroyed us both," George finished, nodding slowly. 


"But now its different, and | can. We just need to forgive ourselves so we can move on from that pain. You 
don't want me holding a grudge on myself, and I'm not holding one on you; it's not fair for you to keep one on 
yourself. Besides that, it's one more thing holding us back, and | don't think that's fair to the people who've 


been missing out on music we haven't written for too long." 
| got clean and recovered from it. Its gone," assured George. "And | don't want to ever go back to that again." 


"And we won't, because we're not going to let each other get to a point like that again without doing 
something," Jeff insisted. "Its gonna be okay -what we need to do now is stop this before we end up going back 
there in our heads. And get down to business, because.." He trailed off and tapped a finger to the side of his 
head, "you know, | think we might just get some stuff down today that'll kick some major ass." 


"It always came naturally to us," George tried to crack a smile and found success. With it, some of the light 
returned to his eyes. 


tll give us a place to start too. Help us heal and start over. Its time. Ready?" 


It was with that question that George found himself laughing through the last of his tears. Wholeheartedly 
laughing. There wasn't anything funny to laugh at, but it had been so long since he'd laughed and felt so good 
about it. There was an overwhelming feeling of relief that left him feeling like he only weighed ten pounds and 
was floating, and the contagious nature of it caught Jeff and took him along until they were both laughing and 
wiping residual tears away. 


George slid his guitar bag down from his shoulder and pulled out his guitar -his new guitar he'd just finished 
the day before after spending his sleepless night working on the assembly. 


"I think we've been ready for longer than we've known," said George, leaving out the part of only having stupid 
things stand in their way for the sake of trying to move forward. "But now, hell yes, I'm ready. We're both 
ready." 


"When did you get that guitar -or did you make it?" Jeff locked his eyes in on George's guitar as a distraction 


to pull himself together. He couldn't remember it, and it had no sign of wear. 


"Oh!" Suddenly self-conscious, George looked down to the guitar and traced his fingers along the pattern around 
the outer edges. "| made this one." 


"It looks really cool." 


The guitar was a base color of black. From the outside, flames were carved in the wood, all pointing inward and 
oriented toward the space between the end of the fretboard and pickups, and painted vibrant gradients of red, 
orange, and yellow. It left the appearance of a black hole drawing the flames to the center. 


"Actually, other than tuning and adjusting the tone on it, testing to see everything's functional, | haven't had a 
chance to play it yet. | built it -finished it earlier this week.. | guess this seemed as good a time as any to 
bring it in, new start and all" George had hoped in designing the guitar that he would one day make things right 
with Jeff. It reminded him of the lyrics to "Into the Fire," but with his own interpretation that rang true to his 
experience. He'd managed to fight off what had taken him, reuniting with Jeff was the slide coming out of the 
bridge and turning everything around, and he hoped his more positive implication of the chorus would become 
true in time. 


"Guess we gotta break it in too, right?" Jeff managed a shaky grin through his painfully strained voice. He was 
still processing the overwhelming emotions he'd just flown through, and not promising himself to keep it 


together. 


"Yeah." George snorted, wincing when it came out still sounding wet. "Wonder how much of that will actually be 


playing it, and how much will be trying to get it to stay in tune" 
"Only one way to find out. Ill take awhile, but | think we'll get it right by the end of today." 


As George turned to lead Jeff from the front hallway to the room he'd designated for recording, he and Jeff 
started to reach for each other's hands, then Jeff grinned, shook his head, and slowly reached his arm around 
George's back. Finding that the motion was still natural after their time apart, they set off. 


They knew it would be awhile before everything was to a sense of normal between them. It would take more 
time for George to fully forgive himself and for Jeff to finish rebuilding the trust he was already willing to 


take a chance on giving. 


But they were falling again, this time back together in the place they belonged -writing and playing together, 
and the only success George and Jeff needed on whatever new project and adventure emerged from their first 


time back together was landing back on steady ground together, this time to stay for good. 


